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TO  HER 


Royal  Highnefs 

THE 

DUTCHESS. 

Madam, 

AFTER  having  a  great  while  wilht  to  write 
fomething  that  might  be  worthy  to  lay 
at  your  Highnelfes  Feet,  and  finding  it 
impoflible :  Since  the  World  has  been  fo  kind  to 
me  to  Judge  of  this  Poem  to  my  advantage,  as  the 
moft  pardonable  fault  which  I  have  made  in  its 
kind  5  I  had  finn’d  againft  my  felf,  if  I  had  not 
chofen  this  Opportunity  to  implore  (what  my  Am¬ 
bition  is  molt  fond  of)  your  Favour  and  Pro¬ 
tection. 

For  though  Fortune  would  not  fo  far 
blefs  my  endeavours,  as  to  encourage  them  with 
your  Royal  Highnelfes  prefence,  when  this  came 
into  the  World :  Yet,  I  cannot  but  declare  it 
was  my  defign  and  hopes  it  might  have  been 
your  Divertilement  in  that  happy  feafon,  when 
you  return’d  again  to  chear  allthofe  eyes  that  had 
before  wept  for  your  Departure,  and  enliven  all 
hearts  that  had  droopt  for  your  Abfence :  When 
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file  DEDICATION. 

Wit  ought  to  have  pay’d  it  s  Choiceft  Tributes  in, 
and  Joy  have  known  no  Limits,  then  I  hop’d  my 
little  Mite  would  not  have  been  rejected  •  though 
my  ill  Fortune  was  too  hard  for  me,  and  I  loft  a 
greater  Honour,  by  your  Royal  Highnefles  Ab- 
(ence,  than  all  the  Applaufes  of  the  World  befides 
can  make  me  Reparation  for. 

Neverthelefs,  I  thought  my  felf  not  quite  un- 
happy,  fo  long  as  I  had  hopes  this  way  yet  to 
recompencc  my  difappointment  paft :  When  I 
confider’d  alfo  that  Poetry  might  claim  right  to  a 
little  (hare  in  your  Favour :  For  Taffo ,  and  Ari- 
ofioy  Lome  ol  the  beft,  have  made  their  Names  E- 
ternal,  by  tranfmitting  to  after- Ages  the  Glory  of 
your  Aneeftors:  And  under  the  fprcading  oi  that 
Ihade,  where  two  of  the  beft  have  plant¬ 
ed  their  Lawrels,  how  Honoured  (liould.  1 
be,  who  am  the  world,  if  but  a  branch  might 
grow  for  me. 

I  dare  not  think  of  offering  at  any  thing  in  this 
Addrefs,  that  might  look  Eke  a  Panegyrick,  for 
fear  left  when  I  have  done  my  beft,  the  World 
fhould  Condemn  me,  for  faying  too  little,  and 
you  your  felf  check  me,  for  medling  with  a  Task 
unfit  for  my  Talent. 

For  the  defer iption  of  Yertues,  and  Perfecti¬ 
ons  fo  rare  as  yours  are,  ought  to  be  done  by  as 
deliberate,  as  skillful  a  Hand 5  the  Features 
muft  be  drawn  very  fine,  to  be  like,  hafty  dawb- 
ing  would  but  fpoil  the  Picture,  and  make  it  fo 
unnatural,  as  muft. want  falfe  lights  to  fet  it  of!.* 


The  DEDICATION. 

And  your  Vertuecan  receive  no  more  Lit  (Ire  from 
Praifes,  than  your  Beauty  can  be  improv’d  by 
Art -j  which  as  it  Charms  the  braved  Prince  that 
ever  amaz’d  the  World  with  his  Virtue:  So  let 
but  all  other  Hearts  enquire  into  themfelves,  and 
then  Judge  how  it  ought  to  be  prais’d. 

Your  Love  too,  as  none  but  that  great  Heroe 
who  has  it  could  deferve  it,  and  therefore,  by  a 
particular  Lot  from  Heav’n,  was  dellm’d  to  fo  ex¬ 
traordinary  a  bidding, fo  matchlefs  for  itfelf,and  fo 
wondrous  for  it’s  Con  (fancy,  (hall  be  remembred 
to  your  Immortal  Honour,  when  all  other  Tranf- 
actions  of  the  Age  you  live  in  (hall  be  forgotten. 

But  I  forget  that  I  am  to  ask  Pardon  for  the 
fault  I  have  been  all  this  while  Committing: 
wherefore  I  beg  your  Highnefs  to  forgive  me  this 
prefumption,  and  that  you  will  be  pleas’d  to  think 
well  of  one  who  cannot  help  refolving  with  all 
the  Actions  of  Life,  to  endeavour  to  deferve  it : 
Nay  more,  I  would  beg,  and  hope  it  may  be 
granted,  that  I  may  through  yours  never  want  an 
Advocate  in  his  Favour,  whofe  Heart,  and  Mind, 
you  have  fo  entire  a  (hare  in  5  it  is  my  only  Porti¬ 
on  and  my  Fortune 5  I  cannot  but  be  happy,  fo  long 
as  I  have  but  hopes  I  may  enjoy  it,  and  I  mud  be 
Miferable,  fhould  it  ever  be  my  ill  Fate  to  lofe  it. 

This,  with  Eternal  wifhes  for  your  Royal  High- 
nedes  Content,  Happinefs,  and  Profperity,  in  all 
Humility  is  prefented  by 

Tour  moft  obedient  and  devoted  Servant, 
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The  Perfons  Represented  in  the  Tragedy. 

■  l  ;  :i  f  >.  3  *  .  \: 

ME  N.  V  ”  ; 

ACafto,  A  Nobleman  retired 
from  Court,  and  living 
privately  in  the  Country.  By  Mr.  Gi//w. 

Cafialio,  )  By  Mr.  Betterton. 

>  His  Sons. 

PofyJcreJ  KyMl.jmUioins. 

Ch amount,  A  young  Souldier 

of  Fortune.  By  Mr.  S////7A. 

Emefto ,  ?  Servants  in  the  Fa-  By  Mr.  Norris. 
Paulino ,  S  mily.  By  Mr.  Wiltjhire. 

Cor  deli o.  Poly  dor  e’s  Page.  By  the  little  Girl. 

Chaplain.  By  Mr.  PercivaL 

WOMEN. 

Monimia,  The  Orphan,  left  un¬ 
der  the  Guardian-lhip  of  old 
Acafio.  By  Mrs.  Barry.  , 

Serbia ,  Acaftds  Daughter.  By  Mrs.  Boteler. 

Florella,  Monimia’s  Woman.  By  Mrs.  Osborn.  ^  . 
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TO  )0Uy  great  Judges  in  this  writing  Age,  ‘  i 

The  $0*5  of  frtii  andfamns  ‘if tit. St  age %  ;q 

all  thofe  humble  thought s, which  {till  have  fwafd 
.  His  Pride ,  doubting ,  trembling  and  afraid 
Of  vs  hat  is  to  his  want  of  merit  due ,  ;m 
And  aw^  by  every  Excellence  in  youy  •  / 

T/fc  Author  fehds'  to  beg  you  would  be  kindy  c  '  -  ' 

many  faults  you  needs  mufl  find. 

Ton  to  whom  wit  a  Common  Poe  is  growny 
"the  thing  ye  {corn y  andfublickly  difown ; 

Though  now  perhaps  fare  here  for  other  ends y 
He  fwears'to  mey  you  ought  to  be  his  friends  ;  , 

for  he  ne  re  calf  dye  yet  infrpid  Tools ;  .  ) 

Nor  wrote  one  line  to  tell  you  ye  were  pools : 

But  fays  of  wit  ye  have  fo  large  a  fore  > 

So  very  muchy  you  never  will  have  more . 

He  ne\e  with  Libel  treated  yet  the  Towny 
The  names  of  Honefl  men  bedawb'd  and  (howny 
Nayy  nevter  once  lampoon  d  the  harmlefs  life 
Of  Suburb  Virgin y  or  of  City  wife: 

Satyrs  the  effect  of  Poetries  difeafe  - 
which ,  fick  of  a.  lew'd  Agey  [be  vents  for  fafe9 
But  now  her  only  flrife  fhould  be  to  pleafe  5 
Since  of  ill  Fate  the  baneful  Olottd's  withdrawn  • 

And  happinefs  again  begins  to  dawny 
Since  back  with  Jo y  and  Triumph  he  is  comey 
That  always  drove  Fears  hencey  nere  brought  'em  home . 

Oft  has  he  plough'd  the  boifl'rous  Ocean  o'rey  p 
Tet  nere  more  welcome  to  the  longing  fhoary  f 
Not  when  he  brought  home  Victories  before.  ^ 

For  then  frefb  Liurels  flour i[ht  on  his  Brow y 
And  he  comes  Crown'd  with  Olive-branches  now . 

Receive  him  ]  Oh  receive  him  as  his  Friends ; 

Embrace  the  blcffings  which  he  Recommends  * 

Such  quiet  as  your  Foes  / ball  ne*re  deflroy  • 

Then  Jhake  off  Fears >  and  clap  jour  hands  for  Joy. 
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ACT  I.  SCENE!. 


Enter  Paulino  and  Ernefto. 

Pauli  ’  K  H  """I  Is  ftrange,  Emefto,  this  fe verity 

8  Should  ftill  reign  pow’rful  in  Acafto' s  mind; 

S  To  hate  the  Court  where  he 

W as  bred  and  liv  d, 

All  Honours  heap’d  on  him  that  Pow’r  cou’d  give. 

Emefl.  ’Tis  true,  He  came  thither  a  private  Gentleman, 
But  young  and  brave,  and  of  a  Family 
Ancient  and  Noble  as  the  Empire  holds. 

The  Honours  he  has  gain’d  are  juftly  his ; 

He  purchas’d  them  in  War  ;  thrice  has  he  led 
An  Army  againft  the  Rebels,  and  as  often 
Return’d  with  Vi&ory  ;  the  world  has  not 
A  truer  Souldier,  or  a  better  Subject. 

Paul.  It  was  his  Vertue  that  firft  made  me  ferve  him  % 

He  is  the  beft  of  Matters  as  of  Friends. 

I  know  he  has  lately  been  .invited  thither  ; 

Yet  ftill  he  keeps  his  ftubborn  purpofe,  cries, 

He’s  old,  and  willingly  would  be  at  reft  : 

I  doubt  there’s  deep  refentment  in  his  mind, 

For  the  late  flight  his  Honour  fuffer’d  there. 

Emefl,  Has  he  not  reafon  ?  When  for  what  he  had  born 
Long,  hard,  and  faithful  Toy],  he  might  have  claim’d 
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Places  in  Honour,  and  employment  high  • 

A  huffi  lg  fhining  flit’ring  cringing  Coward, 

A  Canker-worm  of  Peace  was  rais’d  above  him.' 

Paul.  Yetftillhe  holds  Juft  value  for  the  King, 

Nor  ever  N  imes  him  but  with  higheft  reverence. 
’TisNoBlethat . 

Em.  Oh  !  I  have  heard  him  wanton  in  his  praife, 

Speak  things  ofhim  might  Charm  the  Ears  of  envy. 

Paul.  Oh  may  he  live  till  Natures  felf  grow  old, 

And  from  her  Womb  no  more  can  blefs  the  Earth  f 
For  when  he  dies,  farewell  all  Honour,  Bounty, 

All  generous  encouragement  of  Arts, 

For  Charity  her  felf  becomes  a  Widdow. 

Em.  No,  he  has  two  Sons  that  were  ordain’d  to  be 
As  well  his  Vertues,  as  his  Fortunes  Heirs. 

Paul.  They’re  both  of  Nature  mild,  and  full  of  fweetne  fs. 
They  came  Twins  from  the  Womb,  and  Hill  they  live. 

As  if  they  would  go  Twins  too  to  the  Grave  : 

Neither  has  any  thing  heealls  his  own, 

But  of  each  others  joys  as  griefs  partaking ; 

So  very  honeftly,  fo  well  they  love, 

As  they  were  only  for  each  other  born. 

Em,  Never  was  Parent  in  an  OfF-fpring  happier, 

He  has  a  Daughter  too,whofe  blooming  Age 
Promifes  Goodnefs  equal  to  her  Beauty. 

Paul.  And  as  there  is  a  Friendlhip  ’twixt  the  Brethren, 
So  has  her  Infant  Nature  chofen  too 
A  faithful  partner  of  her  thoughts  and  willies. 

And  kind  Companion  of  herharmlefs  pleafures. 

Em,  You  mean  the  Beautious  Orphan,  fair  Mtnimi* 
Paul.  The  fame,  the  Daughter  of  the  brave  Chamont. 
He  was  our  Lords  Companion  in  the  Wars, 

Where  fuch  a  wondrous  friendlhip  grew  between  ’em. 

As  only  Death  could  end  -•  Ch  ament's  Eliate 
Was  ruin’d  in  our  late  and  Civil  difcords  5 
Therefore  unable  to  advance  her  Fortune, 

He  left  this  Daughter  to  our  Mailers  care  j 
To  fuch  a  care  as  ihe  fcarce  loll  a  Father. 

Em,  Her  Brother  to  the  Emperors  W ars  WeE?  early, 

T  0  fed?  ■*  Fortune  or  a  coble  Fate  j 
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Whence  he  with  honour  is  expected  back, 

And  mighty  marks  of  that  great  Princes  Favour, 

Paul.  0ur  Mailer  never  would  permit  his  Sons 
To  launch  for  Fortune  in  th’  uncertain  World, 

But  warnes  to  avoid  both  Courts,  and  Camps, 

Where  Dilatory  Fortune  plays  the  Jilt 
With  the  brave  noble  honeil  gallant  man, 

To  throw  her  felf  away  on  Fools  and  Knaves, 

Em.  They  both  have  forward  gen’rous  adlive  Spirits, 

’Tis  daily  their  Petition  to  their  Father, 

To  fend  them  forth  where  Glory’s  to  be  gotten  ; 

They  cry  they’re  weary  of  their  lazy  home, 

Reftlefs  to  do  fome  thing  that  Fame  may  talk  of. 

To  day  they  chac’d  the  Boar,  and  near  this  time 
Should  be  return’d. 

Paul.  Oh  that’s  a  Royal  fport  / 

We  yet  may  fee  the  old  man  in  a  morning 
Lufty  as  health  c©me  ruddy  to  the  Field, 

And  there  purfue  the  Chace  as  if  he  meant 
To  o’retakeTime  and  bring  back  Youth  again.’ 

[Ex.  Em.  And  Paul 

Enter  Caftalio,  Polidor ,  and  Page, 

Cafi.  Polidor  I  our  fport 
Has  been  to  day  much  better  forthe  danger ; 

When  on  the  brink  the  foaming  Boar  I  met. 

And  in  his  fide  thought  to  have  lodg’d  my  fpear. 

The  defperate  favage  rulht  within  my  Force, 

And  bore  me  headlong  with  him  down  the  Rock. 

Polid.  But  then - 

Cafi.  Ay  then  my  Brother,  my  Friend  Polidor 
Like  Perfeus  mounted  on  his  winged  Steed 
Came  on,  and  down  the  dang  rous  precipice  leapt, 

To  fave  Cafialio.  ’Twas  a  God-like  Adi. 

Polid.  But  when  I  came,  I  found  you  Conqueror, 

Oh  my  heart  danc’t  to  fee  your  danger  paft  ! 

The  heat  and  fury  of  the  Chace  was  coold. 

And  I  had  nothing  in  my  mind  but  Joy. 

Cafi.  So,  Polidor ,  methinks  we  might  in  War 
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Ru(h  on  together ;  Thou  fliou’dft  be  my  guard. 

And  I’d  be  thine ;  what  is’t  could  hurt  us  then  ? 

Now  half  the  Youth  of  Europe  are  in  Armes, 

How  fulfome  mull  it  be  to  flay  behind, 

And  dye  of  rank  difeafes  here  at  home  ? 

Pol.  No,  let  me  purchafe  in  my  Youth  Renown , 

To  make  me  lov  d  and  valu’d  when  I’m  old  5 
I  would  be  bufie  in  the  World  and  learn, 

Not  like  a  courfe  and  ufelefs  dunghill  Weed 
Pixt  to  one  fpot  and  rot  juft  as  I  grew. 

Caft.  Our  Father 

Has  ta’ne  himfelf  a  furfeit  of  the  World, 

And  cries  it  is  not  fafe  that  we  Ihould  tafte  it  - 
I  own  I  have  Duty  very  pow’rful  in  me ; 

And  tho’  I’d  hazard  all  to  raife  my  Name, 

Yet  he’s  fo  tender  and  fo  good  a  Father, 

I  could  not  do  a  thing  to  crofs  his  will. 

Pot.  caftalio,  I  have  doubts  within  my  heart, 

Which  you,  and  only  you,  can  fatisfy: 

Will  you  be  free  and  candid  to  your  Friend? 

caft.  Have  I  a  thought  my  Polidor  ihou’d  not  know  > 
What  can  this  mean  ? 

Pol.  Nay,  I’ll  conjure  you  too 
By  all  the  ftrifteft  bonds  of  Faithful  Friendship, 

To  Ihew  your  heart  as  naked  in  this  point. 

As  you  would  purge  you  of  your  fins  to  Heaven. 

Caft.  I  will. 

Pol.  And  Ihould  I  chance  to  touch  it  nearly,  bear  it 
With  all  the  fuff’rance  of  a  tender  Friend. 

Caft.  As  calmly  as  the  wounded  Patient  bears 
The  Artift’s  hand,  that  Minifters  his  Cure. 

Pol.  That’s  kindly  faid.  You  know  our  Fathers  ward 
The  fair  Monimia :  is  your  heart  at  peace  ? 

Is  it  fo  guarded  that  you  could  not  love  her  ? 

Caft.  Suppofe  I  Ihould. 

Pol.  Suppofe  you  Ihou’d  not,  Brother. 

Caft.  You’d  fay  I  muftnot. 

Pol.  That  would  found  too  roughlyl 
’Jwixt  Friends  and1  Brothers  as  we  two  are, 

-•  caft.  Is  love  a  Fault? 


s 


The  ORPHAN. 

Pol,  In  one  of  us  it  may  be ; 

What  if  I  Love  her  ? 

eafi.  Then  I  muft  inform  youj 
I  lov’d  her  firft,  and  cannot  quit  the  Claim, 1 
But  will  preferve  the  Birth-right  of  my  Paffion.' 

Pol.  You  will  1 
Cajl.  I  will. 

Pol,  No  more,  I’ve  done. 

Cajl. '  Why  not  ? 

Pol.  I  told  you,  I  had  done  * 

But  you  Cafta/io  would  difpute  it. 

Cajl.  No : 

Not  with  my  Polyolor  •  though  I  muft  own 
My  Nature  obftinate  and  void  of  fuff ranee. 

Love  raigns  a  very  Tyrant  in  my  heart. 

Attended  on  his  Throne  by  all  his  Guards 
Of  furious  wifhes,  fears,  and  nice  fufpicions.’ 

I  could  not  bear  a  Rival  in  my  Friendfhip, 

I  am  fo  much  in  love,  and  fond  of  thee. 

Pol,  Yet  you  would  break  this  Friendfhip ! 

Cajl,  Not  for  Crowns. 

Pol.  Butfqja  Toy  you  would,  a  Womans  Toy, 

Unjuft  C ajlalio  / 

Cajl.  Prithee,  where’s  my  fault  ? 

Pol.  You  love  Moniwiit, 

Cajl.  Yes. 

Pol.  And  you  would  kill  me, 

If  I’m  your  Rival. 

Cajl.  No,  fure  weare  fuch  Friends,' 

Somuchone  man,  that  our  affe&ions  too 
Muft  be  united  and  the  fame  as  we  are. 

Pol.  Idoatupon  Monimia. 

Cajl.  Love  her  ftill  - 
Win,  and  enjoy  her. 

Pol.  Both  of  us  cannot. 

Ca(t.  No  matter 

Whofe  chance  it  proves,  but  let’s  not  quarrel  for’t. 

Pol.  You  would  not  wed  Monimia ,  would  you  ? 

Cajl.  Wed  her ! 

NoJ  were  fhe  all  defire  could  wiih,  as  fair 

As 
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As  would  the  vaineft  of  her  Sex  be  thought^ 

With  Wealth  beyond  what  Woman  pride  could  wafte. 
She  fliould  not  cheat  me  of  my  Freedom,  Marry  ? 
When  I  am  old  and  weary  of  the  World, 

I  may  grow  defperate 
And  take  a  Wife  to  mortify  withall 
Pol.  It  is  an  elder  Brothers  duty  fo 
To  propagate  his  family  and  name : 

You  would  not  have  yours  dye  and  bury’d  with  you? 

Cajl,  Meer  Vanity,  and  filly  dotage  all, 

No,  let  me  live  at  large,  and  when  I  dye. 

Pol.  Who  (hall  poffefs  th’  eftate  you  leave? 

Caji.  My  Friend, 

If  he  lurvives  me,  or  if  not,  my  King, 

Who  may  beftow’t  again  on  fome  brave  man, 

Whofe  Honefty  and  Services  deferve  one, 

Pol.  ’Tis  kindly  offer’d, 

Cajl,  By  yon  Heaven  I  love 
My  Polydor  beyond  all  worldly  Joyes, 

And  would  not  (hock  his  quiet  ty  be  bled 
With  greater  happinefs  than  man  e’retafted. 

Pol.  And  by  that  heaven  eternally  I  fvrear, 

To  keep  the  kind  Cajl  alio  in  my  heart. 

Whole  (hall  Mcmnu.i  be  ? 

C aft.  No  matter  who’s. 

Pol.  Were  you  not  with  her  privately  Iaft  night  ? 

C ajl.  I  was,  and  (hould  have  met  her  here  again ; 
But  th’  opportunity  (hall  now  be  thine ; 

My  felf  will  bring  thee  to  the  Scene  of  Love  ; 

But  have  a  care  by  Friendlhip  I  conjure  thee, 

That  no  falfe  Play  be  offer’d  to  thy  Brother. 

Urge  all  thy  pow’rs  to  make  thy  Paflion  profper. 

But  wrong  not  mine. 

Pol.  Heav’n  bl-aft  me  if  I  do. 

C ajl.  If’t  prove  thy  Fortune,  P olidor,  to  conquer, 
(For  thou  haft  all  the  Arts  of  fine  perfwafion !) 

Truft  me,  and/let  me  know'  thy  Loves  i’uccefs, 

That  I  may  ever  after  ftifie  mine. 

Pol .  Though  (he  be  dearer  to  my  foul  than  Reft 
To  weary  Pilgrims,  or  to  Mifers  Gold, 
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To  great  men  Po  -v’r  or  wealthy  Cities  Pride, 

Rather  than  wrong  C affalio  Pd  forget  her. 

For  if  ye  pow’rs  have  happinefs  in  ftore, 

When  ye  would  lhower  down  joyes  on  P olyder. 

In  one  great  bleffing  all  your  bounty  fend. 

That  j  may  never  lofe  lo  dear  a  Friend. 

[Ex,  Caft.  Pol.  motet  Paget. 


Enter  Monimia. 


Mon.  So  foon  return’d  from  hunting  ?  This  fair  Day 
Seems  as  if  fent  t ’invite  the  World  abroad. 

Paft  not  Gaft aho  and  P olyder  this  way  ? 

Pag,  Madam,  juft  now. 

Mon,  Sure  fome  ill  Fate’s  upon  me. 

Diftruft  and  heavinefs  fits  round  my  heart, 

And  Apprehenfion  Ihocks  my  timerous  Sou!. 

Why  was  I  not  lain  in  my  peaceful  Grave 
With  my  poor  Parents  ?  and  at  Reft  as  they  are  ? 
Inftead  of  that  I  am  wand’ring  into  cares. 

Qaftalio  l  oh  C aftaliel  thou  haft  caught 
My  foolilh  heart ;  and  like  a  tender  Child, 

That  trufts  his  play- thing  to  another  hand, 

X  fear  its  harm,  and  fain  would  have  it  back. 

Come  near  Cordelio ,  X  muft  chide  you,  Sir. 

Pag.  Why,  Madam,  have  I  done  you  any  Wrong  ? 
Mon,  I  never  fee  you  now  5  you  have  been  kinder ; 
Sate  by  my  Bed,  and  fung  me  pretty  Songs : 

Perhaps  I’ve  been  ungrateful,  here’s  Mony  for  you: 
Will  you  oblige  me  ?  Ihall  I  fee  you  oft’ner  ? 

Pag.  Madam,  indeed  I’d  ferveyou  with  my  Soul  5 
But  in  a  morning  when  you  call  me  to  you. 

As  by  your  bed  I  ftand  and  tell  you  ftories, 

1  am  aftiam’d  to  fee  your  fwelling  Breafts, 

It  makes  me  blufh,  they  are  fo  very  white. 

Mon.  Oh  men  for  flattery  and  deceit  renown’d ! 
Thus  when  y’are  young,  ye  learn  it  all  like  him, 
Till  as  your  years  encreafe,  that  ftrengthens  too, 
T’undo  poor  Maids  and  make  our  ruin  eafie. 

Tell  me,  Cordelio,  for  thou  baft  oft  heard 
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Their  friendly  Converse  and  their  bofome  fecrets^ 
Sometimes  atleaft,  have  they  not  talkt  of  me  ? 

Pag.  Oh  Madam  !  very  wickedly  they  have  talkt: 
But  I'm  afraid  to  name  it,  for  they  fay 
Boys  mull:  be  whipt  that  tell  their  Mafters  fecrets. 

Mon.  Fear  not,  Qordelio !  it  (hall  ne’re  be  known  ; 
For  Ml  preferve  the  fecret  as  ’twere  mine : 

Poly  dor  cannot  be  fo  kind  as  I. 

I’ll  furnilh  thee  for  all  thy  harmlefs  fports 
With  prettyToys,  and  thou  flialt  be  my  Page? 

Pag.  And  truly,  Madam,  I  had  rather  be  fo. 
Methinks  you  love  me  better  than  my  Lord, 

For  he  was  never  half  fo  kind  as  you  are ! 

What  mud  Ido? 

Mon.  Inform  me  how  th*  haft  heard 
Qajlalio  and  his  Brother  ufe  my  Name? 

Pag.  With  all  the  tendernefs  of  Love, 

You  were  the  Subjeft  of  their  laft  difcourfe. 

At  firft  I  thought  it  would  have  Fatal  prov’d  ; 

But  as  the  one  grew  hot  the  other  coold, 

And  yielded  to  the  frailty  of  his  Friend  ; 

At  laft,  after  much  ftrugling  ’cwas  refolv’d. 

Mon.  What,  good  Qordelio  ? 

Pag.  Not  to  quarrel  for  you. 

Mon.  I  would  not  have  ’em,  by  my  deareft  hopes, 
I  Would  not  be  the  argument  of  ftrife. 

But  furely  my  C aflalio  wo’nt  forfake  me, 

And  make  a  Mockery  of  my  eafie  Love. 

Went  they  together? 

Pag.  Yes,  to  feek  you,  Madam. 

C ajlalio  promis’d  Polydor  to  bring  him, 

VVhere  he  alone  might  meet  you, 

And  fairly  try  the  Fortune  of  his  wilhes. 

Mon.  Am  I  then  grown  fo  cheap,  juft  to  be  made 
A  common  ftake,  a  prize  for  love  in  jeft. 

Was  not  C'xftaliovery  loth  to  yield  it. 

Or  was  it  Poly  dor's  unruly  Paffion, 

That  heighten’d  the  debate? 

Pag.  The  fault  was  P olydor's, 

CaJUlio  play’d  with  love  and  foiling  fliew’d 
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The  pleafure^  not  the  pangs  of  his  defire. 

He  faid  no  Womans  fmiles  Ihou’d  buy  his  Freedom  • 

And  Marriage  is  a  mortifying  thing. 

Mon.  Then  am  I  ruin’d,  if  Caftalio’sMCe, 

Where  is  their  Faith,  or  Honour  to  be  found  ? 

Ye  Gods,  that  Guard  the  Innocent,  and  guide 
The  weak;  proted,  and  take  me  to  your  care. 

Oh !  but  I  love  him :  There’s  the  Rock  will  wrack  me  I 
Why  was  I  made  with  all  my  Sexes  foftnefs. 

Yet,  want  the  Cunning  to  conceal  its  follies  ? 

I’ll  fee  Caftalio,  tax  him  with  his  falfehoods, 

Be  a  true  Woman,  rail,  proteft  my  wrongs,' 

Refolve  to  hate  him,  and  yet  love  him  ftill. 

Enter  Caftalio  and  Polydor.' 

He  comes,  the  Conquerour  comes !  lye  ftill,  my  HeartJ 
And  learn  to  bear  thy  injuries  with  feorn. 

Cajl.  Madam,  my  Brother  begs  he  may  have  leave 
To  tell  you  fomething  that  concerns  you  nearly  5 
I  leave  you  as  incomes  me,  and  withdraw. 

Mon.  My  Lord  Caftalio  l 
C aft.  Madam  1 
Mon.  Have  you  purpos’d 
To  abufe  me  palpably?  What  means  this  ufage? 

Why  am  I  left  with  polydor  alone  ? 

G aft.  He  beft  can  tell  you.  Bufinefs  of  importance 
Calls  me  away,  I  muft  attend  my  Father. 

Mon.  Will  you  then  leave  me  thus  ? 

C aft.  But  for  a  moment. 

Mon.  It  has  been  other  wife  •  the  time  has  been; 

When  bufinefs  might  have  flay’d,  and  I  been  hear’d. 

Caft.  I  could  for  ever  hear  thee ;  but  this  time 
Matters  of  fuch  odd  circumftances  prefs  me. 

That  I  muft  go - 

Mon.  Then  go  ;  and  if ’t  be  poffible,  for  ever.  [Ex.  Caft. 
Well,  my  Lord  Polydor ,  I  guefs  your  bufinefs. 

And  read  the  ill-natur’d  purpose  in  your  eyes. 

Pol.  If  to  defire  you  more  than  Mifers  Wealth, 

Or  dying  men  an  hour  of  added  life, 
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If  fofteft  Wilhes,  and  a  heirt  more  true, 

Than  ever  fuffer’d  yet  for  love  disdain’d, 

Speak  an  ill  Nature,  you  accufe  me  juftly. 

Mon.  Talk  not  of  Love,  my  Lord,  I  muft  not  hear  it. 

Pol.  Who  csn  behold  fueh  Beauty,  andbefilent? 

Defire  firft  taught  us  words:  Man,  when  created 
At  firft  alone,  long  wander’d  up  and  down, 

Forlorn,  and  filent  as  his  Vaflal  Beafts  j 

But  when  a  Heav’n-born  Maid,  like  you,  appear’d, 

Strange  pleaferes  fill’d  his  eyes,  and  fir’d  his  heart. 

Unloos’d  his  Tongue,  and  his  firft  talk  was  Love. 

Mm.  The  firft  created  pair,  indeed,  were  bleft ; 

They  were  the  only  Objects  of  each  other  • 

Therefore  he  Courted  her,  and  her  alone  • 

But  in  this  peopled  World  of  Beauty,  where 
There’s  roving  Room,  where  you  may  Court,  and  ruin 
A  thoufandmarq,  why  rfeedyou  talk  to  me  ? 

Pol.  Oh  1  I  could  talk  to  thee  for  ever  ;  Thus 
Eternally  admiring,  fix  and  gaze 
On  thole  dear  Eyes,  for  every  glance  they  fend 
Darts  through  my  Soul.,  and  almoft  gives  enjoyment, 

Mon.  How  can  you  labour  thus  for  my  undoing  ? 

I  muft  confefs,  indeed,  I  owe  you  more, 

Than  ever  I  can  hope  to  think  to  pay. 

There  alwsyes  was  a  Friendlhip  ’twixt  our  Families^ 

And  therefore  when  my  tender  Parents  dy’d, 

Whole  ruin’d  Fortunes  too  expir’d  with  them, 

Y our  Fathers  pity  and  his  Bounty  took  me 
A  poor  and  helplefs  Orphan  to  his  care. 

Pol.  ’Twas  Heav’n  ordain’d  it  fo  ,  to  make  me  happy. 
Hence  with  this  peevilh  Vertue,  ’ti$  a  cheat. 

And  thole  who  taught  it  firft,  were  Hypocrites. 

Come,  thefe  foft  tender  Limbs  were  made  for  yielding. 
Mon.  He  re  on  my  knees  by  heav’ns  bleft  pow’r  I  fwear, 

[Knceis* 

3f.yau  pferfift,  -3  never  henceforth  will  fee  you. 

But  rather  wander  through  the  world  a  begger, 

And  live  on  fordid  fcraps  at  proud  mens  doors  g 
For  though  to  Fortune  loft,  I’ll  ftill  inherit 
•My  Mothers  Vermes  and  my  Fathers  Honour. 

Pol, 
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Pol.  Intolerable  Vanity  !  your  Sex 
VVas  never  in  the  right,  y’are  alwayes  falfe, 

Or  filly  ;  even  your  dreffes  are  not  more 
Fantaftick  than  your  appetites  J  you  think 
Of  nothing  twice  1  Opinion  you  have  none. 

To  day  y’are  nice,  to  morrow  not  fo  free, 

Now  Smile,  then  Frown;  now  forrowful,  then  glad. 

Now  pleas’d,  now  not;  and  all  you  know  not  why.*’ 
Vertue  you  affeft,  Inconftancy’s  your  practice, 

And  when  your  loofe  defires  once  get  dominion, 

No  hungry  Churle  feeds  courier  at  Feaft; 

Every  rank  Fool  goes  down - 

Mon.  Indeed,  my  Lord, 

I  own  my  Sexes  follies,  I  have  ’email. 

And  to  avoid  its  faults  muft  fly  from  you, 

Therefore  believe  me,  cou’d  you  raife  me  high 
As  moft  fantaftick  V  Vomans  wiih  could  reach. 

And  lay  all  Natures  Riches  at  my  feet, 

I’d  rather  run  a  Salvage  in  the  VVoods 

Amongft  brute  Bealls,  grow  wrinckled  and  deform’d. 

As  wildnefs  and  moft:  rude  negleft  could  make  me, 

So  I  might  ftill  enjoy  my  Honour  fafe 
From  the  deftroying  wiles  of  faithlefs  man.  Mon, 

Pol.  Who ’d  be  that  fordid  foolilh  thing  call’d  man, 

To  cringe  thus,  fawn,  and  flatter  for  apleafure, 

Which  Beads  enjoy  fo  very  much  above  him  ?  .  . 

The  lufty  Bull  ranges  through  all  the  Field, 

And  from  the  Herd  Angling  his  Female  out, 

Enjoyes  her,  and  abandons  her  at  Will. 

It  lhall  be  fo,  I’ll  yet  poflefs  my  Love, 

Wait  on,  and  watch  her  loofe  unguarded  hours. 

Then  when  her  roving  thoughts  have  been  abroad. 

And  brought  in  wanton  wilhes  to  her  heart ; 

I’th’  very  minute  when  her  Vertue  nods. 

I’ll  rulh  upon  her  in  a  ftormofLove, 

Bear  down  her  guard  of  Honour  all  before  me. 

Surfeit  on  Joys  till  even  defire  grows  lick: 

Then  by  long  Abfence  liberty  regain 
And  quite  forget  the  pleafure  and  thepain.' 

v-i;  alcrb  h:u;  I  f  1,  .  £E.v.  Pol.  and  Page'. 
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A  C  T  II.  S  C  E  N  E  I. 

Enter  Acafto,  Caftalio,  Polydor,  Attendants] 

Acaft. I  ’O  Day  has  been  a  Day  ot  Glorious  fport. 

§  When  you,  Caftaiio ,  and  your  Brother  left  me^ 
Forth  from  the  Thickets  rulht  another  Boar, 

So  large,  hefeem’d  the  Tyrant  of  the  Woods 
VVith  all  his  dreadful  Briftles  rais’d  up  high 
They  feem’d  a  Grove  of  fpears  upon  his  Back ; 

Foaming  he  came  at  me,  where  I  was  ported, 

Bert  to  obferve  which  way  hee’d  lead  the  Chace,' 

VVhetting  his  huge  long  Tusks,  and  gaping  wide, 

As  if  he  already  had  me  for  his  prey  5 
Till  brandifhing  my  well  poys’d  Javelin  high, 

VVith  this  cold  Executing  arm,  I  ftruck 
The  ugly  brindled  Monfter  to  the  heart. 

Cajl.  The  Actions  of  your  life  were  always  wond’rous.' 

Acaft.  No  flattery,  Boy!  arshoneft  man  can’t  iive  by’t, 

It  is  a  little  fneaking  Art,  which  Knaves 
life  to  Cajole  and  foften  Fools  withall 
If  thou  haft  flatt’ry  in  thy  Nature,  out  with’t. 

Or  fend  it  to  a  Court,  for  there  ’twill  thrive. 

Pol.  VVhy  there  ? 

Acaft.  ’Tis  next  to  mony  current  there, 

To  be  feen  daily  in  as  many  forms, 

As  there  are  forts  of  Vanities,  and  Men  ; 

The  fuperftitious  Statesman  has  his  fneer, 

To  fmooth  a  poor  man  off  with  that  can’t  bribe  him* 

The  grave  dull  fellow  of  fmall  bufinefs  fooths 
TheHumorift,  and  will  needs  admire  his  Wit  i 
Who  without  fpleen  could  fee  a'hot-brain’d^f  ifi 
Thanking  a  furly  Dodlor  for  his  Sermon, 

Or  a  Grave  Councellor  meet  a  fmboth  young  Lord,  ' 
Squeeze  him  by  ihe  hand,  and  praifehis  good  Complexion 

Pol.  Courts  are  the  places  where  beft  manners  flourifh, 
Where  the  deferring  ought  to  rife,  and  Fools  ' 

Make  fliow.  Whyfhould  I  vex  and  chafe  my  fpleen. 

To  fee  a  gawdy  Coxcomb  (bine,  when  I 

£lave  feen  enough  tofot/ch  him  in  his  follies,  _ And 


*3 


~  The  ORPHAN. 

And  ride  him  to  advantage  as  I  pleafe  ? - 

Ac  aft.  VVho  merit  ought  indeed  to  rife  i’th’  world. 

But  no  wife  man  that's  honeft  fhould  expert. 

What  man  of  fenfe  would  rack  his  generous  mind, 

To  practice  all  the  bafe  Formalities 
And  forms  of  bufinefs,  force  a  grave  ftarch’t  face, 

When  he’s  a  very  Libertine  in  s  heart  ? 

Seem  not  to  know  this  or  that  man  in  publick, 

When  privately  perhaps  they  meet  together. 

And  lay  the  Scene  of  fome  brave  Fellows  Ruin, 

Such  things  are  done - - 

Caft,  Your  Lordlhips  wrongs  have  been 
So  great  that  you  with  Juftice  may  complain  • 

But  fuffer,  us  whofe  younger  minds  ne’re  felt 
Fortunes  deceits,  to  Court  her  as  ffie’s  fair. 

Were  fhe  a  Common  Miftrels,  kind  to  all. 

Her  worth  would  ceafe,  and  half  the  world  grow  idle." 

Acajl.  Go  to,  y’are  Fools,  and  know  me  not,  I’ve  learnt 
Long  fince  to  bear, revenge,  or  fcorn  my  wrongs, 

According  to  the  value  of  the  doer ; 

You  both  would  fain  be  great,  and  to  that  end 
Defire  to  do  things  worthy  your  Ambition ; 

Go  to  the  Camp,  preferments  nobleftMart, 

Where  Honour  ought  to  have  the  faireftplay,  you'll  find. 
Corruption,  envy,  difcontent,  and  Faction, 

Almoft  in  every  Band :  How  many  men 

Have  fpent  their  bloud  in  their  dear  Countries  fervice, 

Yet  now  pine  under  want,  while  felfiffi  Haves, 

That  ev’n  would  cut  their  throats,  whom  now  they  fawn  onj. 
Like  deadly  Locufts  eat  the  Honey  up, 

Which  tnofe  induftrious  Bees  fo  hardly  toyl’d  for  ? 

Caff.  Thefe  precepts  fuit  not  with  my  Active  mind, 
MethinksI  would  bebufie. 

Pci.  So  would  I, 

Not  loyter  out  my  life  at  home,  and  know 
No  farther  than  one  profpect  gives  me  leave;. 

Acajl.  Bufie  your  minds  then,  ftudy  Arts  and  Men 
Learn  how  to  value  Merits  though  in  Rags, 

And  fcorn  a  proud  ilfmannex'd  Knave  in  Office. 
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Enter  Serina,  Monimia,  Maid, 

Scr.  My  Lord,  my  Father! 

Ac  aft.  Bleffings  on  my  Child, 

My  little  Cherub,  what  haft  thou  to  ask  me  ? 

Ser.  I  bring  you,  Sir,  moft  glad  and  welcome  News,' 

The  Young  C hamont,  whom  you’ve  fo  often  wilht  for. 

Is  juft  arriv’d  and  entring. 

Ac  aft.  By  my  Soui, 

And  all  my  honours,  he’s  moft  dearly  welcome, 

Let  me  receive  him  like  his  Fathers  Friend. 

Enter  Charaont. 

Welcome,  thou  Relick  of  the  beft  lov’d  man, 

Welcome  from  all  the  Turmoiles,  and  the  hazards 
Of  certain  danger,  and  uncertain  Fortune 5 
VVelcome  as  happy  Tidings  after  Fears. 

C ham.  Words  would  but  wrong  the  Gratitude  I  owe  you: 
Should  I  begin  to  fpeak,  my  foul’s  fo  full, 

That  I  Ihould  talk  of  nothing  elfe  all  day. 

Mon.  My  Brother! 

C ha.  Oh  my  Sifter !  let  me  hold  thee 
Long  in  my  Armes,  I’ve  not  beheld  thy  Face 
Theie  many  days,  by  night  I’ve  often  feen  thee 
In  gentle  Dreams,  and  fatisfied  my  foul 
With  fancy’d  Joy,  till  morning  cares  awak’d  me. 

Another  Sifter,  fure  it  mull  be  fo ; 

Though  I  remember  well,  I  had  but  one:  1  j: 

But  I  feel  fomething  in  my  heart  that  prompts, 

And  tells  me  (lie  has  claim  and  intereft  there. 

Ac  aft.  Young  Souldier,  you’ve  not  only  ftudy’d  War, 
Courtihip  I  fee  has  been  your  pratftice  too, 

And  may  not  prove  unwelcome  to  my  Daughter, 

<Zha.  Is  (lie  your  Daughter?  then  my  heart  told  true  ! 

And  I’m  at  leaft  her  Brother  by  Adoption. 

For  you  have  made  your  felftome  a  Father, 

And  by  that  Patent  I  have  leave  to  love.her. 

.  Ser.  Monimia ,  thou  haft  told  me,  men  are  falfe. 
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Will  flitter,  feign  and  mike  an  Arto'f  love. 

Is  C bxmmt  fo?  No,  fare  he’s  more  than  mm 
Something  that’s  neir  Divine  and  rruthdvells  in  him. 

Acaft,  Tims  hippy,  who  would  envy  pompous  pow’r, 
The  luxury  of  Courts,  or  wealth  of  Cities  ? 

Let  there  be  Joy  through  all  the  houfe  this  day  ! 

In  every  Room  lec  plenty  flow  at  large, 

It  is  the  Birth-day  of  my  R.  oyal  Mafter. 

You  have  not  vifited  the  Court,  Chamo/tt, 

Since  your  Return  ? 

CU  I  have  no  bufinefs  there, 

I  have  not  flivifli  Temperance  enough 
T'attend  a  Fav’rites  heels,  and  watch  his  fmiles, 

Bear  an  ill  Office  done  me  to  my  Face, 

And  thank  the  Lord  that  wrong’d  me  for  his  favour. 

Ac  aft.  This  you  could  do.  [To  his  Sotos} 

G tft.  I’d  ferve  my  Prince. 

Acaft.  Who’d  ferve  him? 

Cafta  .  I  would,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  And  I  both  would. 

Acaft.  Away, 

He  needs  mot  any  Servants  fuch  as  you  f 
Serve  him  1  he  merits  more  than  man  can  do  i 
He  is  fo  good,  praife  cannot  fpeak  his  worth  ; 

So  merciful,  lure  he  ne’re  flept  in  wrath  } 

So  juft,  that  were  he  but  a  private  man, 

He  could  not  do  a  wrong.  How  would  you  ferve  him  ? 

C*/.  I’d  ferve  him  with  my  Fortune  here  at  home. 

And  ferve  him  with  my  perfon  in  his  wars. 

Watch  for  him,  fight  for  him,  bleed  for  him. 

Pel.  Dye  for  him, 

As  every  true  born  loyal  Subjeft  ought. 

Acaft.  Let  me  embrace  ye  both.  Now  by  thefouls 
Of  my  brave  Anceftors,  I’m  truly  happy, 

For  tius  beeverbleft  my  Marriage-day, 

Bleft  beyourM  others  memory  that  bore  you, 

And  doubly  bleft  be  that  aufpicious  Hour, 

That  gave  the  Birth.  Yes,  my  afpiring  Boys, 

Ye  fhall  have  bufinefs  when  your  Mafter  wants  you. 

You  cmnot  ferve  a  Nobler.  I  have  ferv’d  him, 
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In  this  old  body  yet  the  marks  remain 
Of  many  wounds.  I’ve  with  this  Tongue  proclaim'd 
His  right  even  in  the  face  of  ranck  Rebellion, 

And  when  a  foul  mouth’d  Tray  tor  once  prophan’d 
His  facred  name ,  with  my  good  Sabir  drawn 
Ev’n  at  the  head  of  all  his  giddy  rout 
I  rufht  and  Clove  the  Rebel  to  the  Chine. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  the  expe&ed  Guefts  are  juft  arriv’d. 

Acafi.  Go  you,  and  give  ’em  Welcome  and  Reception. 
Cham.  My  Lord,  I  ftand  in  need  of  your  adiftance 
In  fomething  that  concerns  my  Peace  and  Honour. 

Acafi.  Spoke  like  the  Son  of  that  brave  man  I  lov'd  • 

So  freely  friendly  we  converft  together. 

What  e’re  it  be  with  confidence  impart  it, 

Thou  fhalt  command  my  Fortune  and  my  Sword. 

Cham.  I  dare  not  doubt  your  Friendlhip  nor  your  Juftice  1 
Your  Bounty  fhewn  to  what  I  hold  moft  dear, 

My  Orphan  fifter,  muft  not  be  forgotten ! 

Acafi.  Prithee,  no  more  of  that,  it  grates  my  Nature. 
cha.  When  our  dear  Parents  dy’d,they  dy’d  together. 

One  Fate  furpriz’d  ’em,  and  one  Grave  receiv’d  ’em  .* 

My  Father  with  his  dying  breath  bequeath’d 
Her  to  my  Love :  my  Mother  as  Ihe  lay 
Languifhing  by  him,  call’d  me  to  her  fide, 

Took  me  in  her  fainting  Arms,  wept,  and  embrac'd  me,' 
Then  preftme  clofe,andasfheobferv’d  myTears, 

Kift  ’em  away,  faid  fhe,  chamont  my  Son, 

By  this  and  all  the  Love  I  ever  fhew’d  thee 
Be  careful  of  Monimia ,  Watch  her  Youth, 

Let  not  her  wants  betray  her  to  difhonour.' 

Perhaps  kind  Heav’n  may  raife  fome  friend.  {Then  figb'd. 

Kift  me  again ;  fo  bleft  us,  and  expir’d, 

Pardon  my  grief. 

Acafi.  It  fpeaks  an  honeft  Nature. 

Cham.  The  Friend  Heav’n  rais’d  was  you, you  took  her  up 
An  Infant  to  the  defart  world  expos’d, 

And  prov’d  another  Parent. 

Acafi. 
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Ac  aft.  I’ve  not  wrong’d' her. 

cha.  Far  be  it  from  my  Fears. 

Acaft.  Then  why  this  Argument?' 

Cham.  My  Lord,  my  Nature’s  jealous,  and  you’l  bear  it., 
j,  Ac  aft.  Goon. 

Cha.  Great  Spirits  bear  misfortunes  hardly, 

Good  Offices  claim  gratitude,  and  Pride, 

Where  Pow’r  is  wanting,  will  ufurp  a  little. 

May  make  us  (rather  than  be  thought  behind  hand  ) 

Pay  over-price. 

Ac  aft.  I  cannot  guefs  your  drift  j 
Diftruft  you  me  ? 

cham.  No,  but  I  fear  her  weaknels 
May  make  her  pay  a  debt  at  any  rate  : 

And  to  deal  freely  with  your  Lordfhips  goodnefs. 

I’ve  heard  a  ftory  lately  much  difturbs  me. 

Ac  aft.  Then  firft  charge  her  5  and  if ’th’  offence  be  found 
Within  my  reach,  tho’  it  fhou’d  touch  my  Nature 
In  my  own  Off-fpring,  by  the  dear  remembrance 
Of  thy  brave  Father  whom  my  heart  rejoyc’d  in. 

I’d  profecute  it  with  fevereft  Vengeance. 

Cham.  I  thank  you  from  my  Soul. 

Mon.  Alas,  my  Brother  ! 

What  have  I  done  ?  and  why  do  you  abufe  me  ? 

My  heart  quakes  in  me  *  in  your  fettled  Face 
And  clouded  Brow  methinks  I  fee  my  Fate : 

You  will  not  kill  me ! 

Cha.  Prithee,  why  doft  talk  fo  ? 

Mon.  Look  kindly  on  me  then, I  cannot  bear 
Severity ;  it  daunts,  and  does  amaze  me  5 
My  heart’s  fo  tender,  fhould  you  charge  me  roughly,’ 

I  fhould  but  weep,  and  anfweryou  with  fobbing, 

But  ufe  me  gently  like  a  loving  Brother, 

And  fearch  through  all  the  Secrets  of  my  Soul. 

Cha.  Fear  nothing,  I  will  fhew  my  felf  a  Brother, 

A  tender  loving  and  an  honeft  Brother, 

Y’ave  not  forgot  our  Father! 

Mon.  I  fhall  never. 

cha..  Then  you’l  remember  too,  he  was  a  man, 

-  That  liv’d  up  to  the  Standard  of  his  Honour, 

D  And 
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And  priz’d  that  Jewel  more  than  Mines  of  Wealth : 

He’d  not  have  done  a  fhameful  thing  but  once, 

Though  kept  in  darknefs  front  the  World,  and  hidden^, 
He  could  not  have  forgiven  it  to  himfelf ; 

This  was  the  only  Portion  that  he  left  us  ; 

And  I  more  glory  in’t  than  if  pofleft 
Of  all  that  ever  Fortune  threw  on  Fools. 

Twas  a  large  Truft,  and  muft  be  manag’d  nicely* 

Now  if  by  any  chance,  Maxima, 

You  have  foyl’d  this  gem  and  taken  from  it’s  value. 
How  will  y’  account  with  me  ? 

Mon.  I  challenge  Envy, 

Malice,  and  all  the  Practices  of  Hell, 

Tocenfure  all  the  A&ions  of  my  paft 
Unhappy  life,  and  taint  me  if  they  can ! 

Cba.  I’ll  tell  thee  then  ;  Three  Nights  ago, as  l 
Lay.  muling  in  my  Bed,  all  darknefs  round  me, 

A  fudden  dampftruck  to  my  heart,  cold  fweat 
Dew’d  all  my  Faee,  and  trembling  feiz’d  my  Limbs,. 
My  Bed  Ihook  under  me,  the  Curtains  ftarted. 

And  to  my  tortur’d  Fancy  there  appear’d 
The  form  of  Thee  thus  Beautious  as  thou  art. 

Thy  garments  flowing  loofe,  and  in  each  hand 
A  wanton  Lover,  which  by  turns  carefs’d  thee 
With  all  the  freedom  of  unbounded  pleafure 
Ifnatcht  my  Sword  and  in  the  very  Moment 
Dartedit  atthe  Fantome,ftraitit  left  ms  : 

Thenrofe  and  call’d  for  lights,  when,  O  DireOmen  J 
If  found  my  weapon  had  the  arras  pierc’d, 

Juft  where  that  famous  t3le  was  interwoven, 

How  th’  unhappy'  Theban  flew  his  Father. 

Mon,  And  for  this  caufe  my  Vertue  is  fufpe&ed  1. 
Becaufe  in  Dreams  your  Fancy  has  been  ridden, 

I  muft  be  tortuf’dr waking./ 
cha.  Have  a  care. 

Labour  not  to  bejuftified  too  Faft, 

Hear  all,  and  then  let  Juftice  hold  the  fcale  ; 

What  follow’d  was  the  Riddle  that  confounds  me  j 
Through  a  clofe  Lane  as  I  purfu’d  my  Journey, 

And  meditated  on  the  laft  nights  Vifion,, 
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I  fpy’d  a  wrinckled  Hagg,  w  ith  Age  grown  double. 
Picking  dry  flicks,  and  mumbling  to  her  felf  ; 

Her  eyes  with  fcalding  Rhume  were  gall’d  and  red  5 
Cold  Palfy  (hook  her  head,  her  hands  (eem’d  wither'd, 
And  on  her  crooked  (houlders  had  (lie  wrapt 
The  tatter’d  Remnant  of  an  old  ftript  hanging, 

Which  ferv’d  to  keep  her  carkafs  from  the  cold. 

So  there  was  nothing  of  a  piece  about  her  5 
Her  lower  weeds  were  all  o’re  courfely  patch’d 
With  diff  rent  colour’d  Rags,  black,  red,  white,  yellow. 
And  feem’d  to  fpeak  variety  of  wretchednefs  ; 

I  askt  her  of  my  way,  which  (he  inform’d  me ; 

Then  crav’d  my  Charity,  and  bad  me  haften 
To  fave  a  Sifter :  at  that  word  I  ftarted. 

Mon.  The  Common  cheat  of  Beggers  every  day  • 
They  flock  about  our  doors,  pretend  to  Gifts 
Of  prophecy,  and  telling  Fools  their  Fortunes: 

Cha ,  Oh !  but  (he  told  me  fuch  a  Tale,  Monimia, 

As  in  it  bore  great  circumftance  of  truth  ; 

Caftalio,  and  Polydor,  my  Sifter. 

Mon.  Hah  1 

Cha.  What  alter’d  !  does  your  courage  fail  you  / 

Now  by  my  Fathers  Soul  the  Witch  was  honeft  ; 
Anfwer  me,  if  thou  haft  not  loft  to  them 
Thy  Honour  at  a  fordid  Game. 

Mon.  I  Will, 

I  muft  5  fo  hardly  my  Misfortune  loads  me, 

That  both  have  offer’d  me  their  Loves  moft  true.’ 

Cha.  And  ’tis  as  true  too,  they  have  both  undone  Thee,’ 
Mon.  Though  they  both  with  earned  Vows 
Havepreftmy  heart,  ife’re  in  thought  I  yielded 
To  any  but  C  aft  alio ! 

Cha.  But  C  oft  alio  J 

Mon.  Still  will  you  crofs  the  Line  of  my  Difcourfe  ! 
Yes,  1  confefs  that  he  has  won  my  Soul 
By  generous  Love  and  honourable  Vows, 

Which  he  this  day  appointed  to  compleat, 

And  make  himfelfby  holy  Marriage  mine. 

Cha.  Art  thou  then  fpotlefs  ?  haft  thou  (fill  preferv  ’<1 
Thy  Vertue  white  without  a  blot  untainted. 
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Mon,  When  I’m  unchaft,  may  Heaveh  reject  my  Prayers  'i 
Or  more,  to  make  me  wretched,  may  you  know  it  J 
Chi.  Oh  then,  Monimis ,  art  thou  dearer  to  me, 

Than  all  the  Comforts  ever  yet  bleft  man, 

And  let  not  Marriage  bait  thee  to  thy  Ruin. 

Truft  not  a  man  ;  we  are  by  Nature' falfe, 

Diffembling,  fubtle,  Cruel,  and  unconftant : 

When  a  Man  talks  of  Love,  With  caution  truft  him  y 
But  if  he  fwears,  he’l  certainly  deceive  thee  5 
1  charge  thee  let  no  more  Caflnlto  (both  Thee. 

Avoid  it  as  thou  u’ouldft  preferve  the  peace 
Of  a  poor  Brother,  to  whole  foul  th’art  precious. 

Mon.  I  will  J 

Chi.  Appear  ascold  when  next  you  meet,  as  Great  Ones 
When  Merit  begs,  then  flialt  thou  fee  how  foon 
His  heart  will  cool  and  all  his  pains  grow  eafie.  £E.v.Cha 

Mon.  Yes,  I  will  try  him,  torture  him  feverely: 

For,  oh  Caflalio  1  thou  too  much  haft  wrong’d  me, 

In  leaving  me  to  polymers  ill  ufage. 

He  cornes,  and  now  for  once,  oh  Love  ftand  Neuter, 

Whilft  a  hard  part’s  perform’d  1  For  I  muft  tempt. 

Wound  his  foft  Nature, though  my  own  Heart  akes  for’t.££> 

Enter  Caftalio. 

Cifi,  Monim'a,  Monimii-,  fne’s  gone: 

And  feem’d  to  part  with  anger  in  her  eyes  5 
i  am  a  Fool,  and  (lie  has  found  my  Weaknefs ; 

She  ufes  me  already  like  a  Slave 

Fall  bound  in  chains  to  be  chaftis’d  at  will. 

“Twas  not  well  done  to  trifle  with  my  Brothers 
I  might  have  trufted  him  with  all  the  fecret. 

Open’d  my  filly  heart  and  Ihewn  it  bare. 

But  then  he  loves  her  too  ;  but  not  like  me, 

I  am  a  doating  honeft  Slave,  defign’d 

For  Bondage,  Marriage  bonds,  which  I’ve  fwora 

To  wear  :  It  is  the  onely  thing  1  e’re 

Hid  from  his  knowledge  •  and  he’lfure  forgive 

The  firft  Tranfgreffion  of  a  wretched  Friend 

Betray’d  to  Love  and  allies  little  follies. 
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Enter  Polydore,  and  Page  at  the  door, 

Po/.Here  place  your  felf,and  watch  my  Brother  throughly  : 
If  he  ffiould  chance  to  meet  Monimia ,  make 
Juft  obfervation  of  each  word  and  addon ; 

Pafs  not  one  circumftance  without  remark  : 

Sir,  Tis  your  office,  do’t  and  bring  me  word.  [£,v.  Pol 

Enter  Monimia. 

Cafl.  Monimia ,  My  Angel, ’twas  not  kind 
To  leave  me  like  a  Turtle  here  alone. 

To  droop  and  mourn  t  he  abfence  of  my  Mate. 

When  thou  art  from  me  every  place  is  defart, 

And  I,  methinks,  am  Salvage  and  forlorn,  . 

Thy  Prefence  only  ’tis,  can  make  me  bleft. 

Heal  my  unquiet  mind,  and  tune  my  Soul. 

Mon,  Oh  the  bewitching  Tongues  of  faithlefs  men  I 
Tis  thus  the  falfe  Hyena  makes  her  moan. 

To  draw  the  pitying  Traveller  to  her  Den  • 

Your  fex  are  lo,  fuch  falfe  diffemblers  all. 

With  fighs  and  plaints  y’entice  poor  Womens  hearts, 

And  all  that  pity  you,  are  made  your  Prey. 

Cafl.  What  means  my  Love  ?  oh  how  have  I  deferv’d 
This  language  from  the  Soveraign  of  my  Joyes  J 
Stop,  flop  thofe  Tears,  Monimia ,  for  they  fall 
Like  baneful  dew  from  a  diftempered  sky, 

3  feel  ’em  chill  me  to  the  very  heart. 

Mon.  0'n  you  are  falfe,  Cafl  alio,  moft  forlorn, 

Attempt  no  farther  to  delude  my  Faith, 

My  heart  is  fixt,  and  you  (hall  ffiake't  no  more. 

Cajl.  Who  told  you  fo  ?  What  Hell-bred  Villain  durft 
Prophane  the  Sacred  Bufinefs  of  my  Love? 

Mon.  Your  Brother  knowing  on  what  terms  I’m  here, 

Th’  unhappy  Objed  of  your  Fathers  Charity, 

Liccntioufly  diicours’d  to  me  of  Love, 

And  dudi  affront  ms  with  his  brutal  Paffion. 

Cafl .  ’TisM  have  been  to  blame,  and  only  I, 

•Falfe 
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Falfe  to  my  Brother  and  uDjuft  to  Thee. 

For,  oh !  he  lovesThee  too,  and  this  day  own’d  it, 

Taxt  me  with  mine  and  claim’d  aright  above  me. 

Mon,  And  was  your  Love  To  very  tame  to  (brink, 

Or  rather  than  lofc  him  abandon  me. 

Caft.  I  knowing  him  precipitate  and  ra  fli, 

To  calm  his  heat  and  to  conceal  my  Happinefs, 

Seem’d  to  comply  with  his  unruly  will  ; 

Talkt  as  hetalk’t,  and  granted  allheask't; 

Left  he  in  Rage  might  have  our  Loves  betray’d, 

And  I  for  ever  had  Mom  mu  loft. 

Mon,  Could  you  then  ?  did  you  ?  can  you  own  it  too? 

’  Twas  poorly  done,  unworthy  of  your  felf, 

And  I  can  never  think  you  meant  me  fayr. 

Ciift.  Is  this  MonimU  ?  furely  no  J  till  now 
I  ever  thought  her  Dove-like,  foft,  and  kind. 

Who  trufts  his  Heart  with  Woman’s  furely  loft  : 

You  were  made  fair  on  purpofe  to  undo  us, 

Whilft  greedily  we  fnatch  th*  alluring  Bait, 

And  ne’rediftruft  the  poyfon  that  it  hides. 

Mon,  Wfyen  Love  ill  plac’d  would  find  a  means  to  break. 
Caft.  It  never  wants  pretences  nor  excufe. 

\Mon.  Man  therefore  was  a  Lord-like  Creature  made, 
Rough  as  the  winds,  and  as  inconftant  too  : 

A  lofty  Afpsd  given  him  for  command,' 

Eafily  foften’d,  when  he  would  betray : 

Like  conquering  Tyrants,  you  our  Breafts  invade. 

Where  you  are  pleas’d  to  forrage  for  a  While, 

But  foon  you  find  new  conquefts  out,  and  leave 
The  ravag’d  Province  ruinate  and  wafte. 

If  fo,  Caftnlio ,  you  have  ferv’d  my  heart, 

1  find  that  Defolation’s  fettled  there, 

And  1  (hall  ne’re  recover  Peace  again. 

caft.  Who  can  hear  this  and  bear  an  equal  mind  1 
Since  you  will  drive  me  from  you,  I  muft  go ; 

But, oh  Monimia,  when  th’ haft  banilht  me, 

No  creeping  Have,  though  tra&able  and  dull, 

As  artful  Woman  for  her  ends  would  chufe, 

Shall  ever  dote  as  1  have  done  ;  for  oh  1 
No  Tongue  my  Plenfure  nor  my  Pain  can  tell : 
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Tis  Heav'n  to  have  Thee,  and  without  Thee  Hell; 

Mon.  Cafialio !  ftay!  we  muft  not  part.  I  find 
My  Rage  ebbs  out,  and  Love  Hows  in  apace ; 

Thefe  little  Quarrels  Love  muft  needs  forgive, 

They  roufe  up  drowfie  thoughts,  and  wake  the  Soul. 

Oh !  charm  me  with  the  Mufick  of  thy  Tongue, 

I’m  ne’re  fo  bleft,  as  when  I  hear  thy  Vows, 

And  liften  to  the  Language  of  thy  Heart. 

Cajf.  Where  am  i  /  furely  Paradife  is  round  me  1 
Sweets  planted  by  the  hand  of  Heaven  grow  here,- 
And  every  fence  is  full  of  thy  Perfection. 

To  hear  thee  fpeak  might  calm  a  mad-mans  Frenzy, 

Till  by  attention  he  forgot  his  forrows  5 
But  to  behold  thy  Eyes,  th’  amazing  Beauties, 

Might  make  him  rage  again  with  Love  as  I  do. 

To  touch  thee’s  Heav’n,  but  to  enjoy  thee  oh  l 
Thou  Natures  whole  perfection  in  one  piece  ! 

Sure  framing  thee  Heav'n  took  unufual  dare. 

As  its  own  Beauty  it  defign’d  thee  Fair  5 

And  form’d  thee  by  the  beft  lov’d  Angel  there.  [Ex\ 


ACT  III.  SCENE  L 

Enter  Poly  dor,  and  Page. 

Pol.  \]\J Ere  they  fo  kind  ?  Exprefs  it  to  me  ail 

V  V  1°  words  may  make  me  think  I  faw  it  too*. 

Pag.  At  firft  I  thought  they  had  been  mortal  Foes  ; 
Monimia  rag’d,  Caftalio  grew  diftarb’d, 

Each  thought  the  other  wrong’d,  yet  both  fo  haughty, 

They  fcorn’d  fubmiflion  •,  though  Love  all  the  while 
The  Rebel  plaid,  and  learce  could  be  contain’d. 

Pol.  But  what  fucceeded? 

Pag.  Oh  ’twas  wondrous  pretty  T 
For  of  a  fudden  all  the  Storm  was  paft, 

A  gentle  calm  of  Love  fucceeded  in  ; 

Monimia  figh’d  and  bluflit,  CaftaHo  fwor-e  ; 

As  you,  my  Lord,  I  well  remember  did 
Tamy  young  Sifter,  in  the  Orenge-Grove,, 

When 
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When  I  w'as  firft  prefer’d  to  be  your  Page. 

Pol.  Happy  Cafiaho!  Now  by  my  Great  Soul, 

M’  Ambitious  Soul,  that  Languiflies  to  glory, 

I’ll  have  her  yet,  by  my  beft  hopes  I  will. 

She  (hall  be  mine  in  fpight  of  all  her  Arts.  . 

But  for  Caft&Uo  why  was  I  refus’d? 

Has  he  fupplanted  me  by  fome  foul  play, 

Traduc’d  my  Honour?  Death! he  durftnotdo’c. 

It  muft  be  fo  :  we  parted  and  he  met  her, 

Half  to  compliance  brought  by  me,  furpriz’d 
Her  finking  Vertuetill  (he  yielded  quite, 

So  Poachers  bafely  pick  up  tir’d  Game, 

Whilft  the  fair  Hunter’s  cheated  of  his  Prey. 

Boy! 

Png.  My  Lord ! 

Pol.  Go  to  your  Chamber  and  prepare  your  Lute  5 
Find  out  fome  Song  to  pleafe  me,  that  dil'cribes 
Womans  Hypocrifies,  their  fubtle  wiles, 

Betraying  fmiles,  feign’d  tears,  inconftancies. 

Their  painted  outfides,  and  corrupted  minds. 

The  fumof  all  their  follies,  and  their  fallhoods. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.Oh  the  unhappyeft  Tydings  Tongue  e’re  told  ! 
Pol.  The  matter ! 

Serv.  Oh!  your  Father,  mygoodMafter, 

As  with  his  Guefts  he  fat  in  mirth  rais’d  high, 

And  chas’d  the  Goblins  round  the  joyful  Board, 

A  hidden  trembling  feiz’d  on  all  his  Limbs  : 

His  Eyes  diftorted  grew  5  His  Vifage  pale. 

His  Speech  forfook  him  5  Life  it  felf  feem’d  fled, 
And  all  his  Friends  are  waiting  now  about  him.- 

Enter  Acafto  leaningon  TjvO'.  '■  -  : 

j*  rio 

Ac  aft.  Support  me,  give  me  Air,  I’ll  yet  recover. 
T was  but  a  flip  decaying  Nature  made, 

For  (lie  grows  weary  near  her  Journeys  end. 

Where  are  my  Sons  ?  come  near,  my  Polidore ,  r  1 
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Your  Brother!  where’s  c  aft  alio  ? 

Serv.  My  Lord, 

Iv’e  fearch’d,  as  you  commanded,  all  the  houfe. 

He  or  Monimi/t  are  not  to  be  found. 

Acafi. Not  to  be  found, then  where  are  all  myFriends?’cis  well, 
I  hope  they’ll  pardon  an  unhappy  fault 
M’  unmannerly  infirmity  has  made. 

Death  could  not  come  in  a  more  welcome  hour, 

For  I’m  prepar’d  to  meet  him,  and  methinks 
Would  live  and  dye  with  all  my  Friends  about  me. 

Enter  Caftalio. 

Caftal.  Angels  preferve  my  deareft  Father’s  Life, 

Blefs  it  with  long  and  uninterrupted  days! 
t>h !  may  he  live  till  time  it  felf  decay, 

Till  good  men  wilh  him  dead,  or  I  offend  him ! 

Ac  aft.  Thank  you ,  Caftalio*  give  me  both  your  hands, 

And  bear  me  up,  I’d  walk:  fo,  now  methinks 
I  appear  as  great  as  Hercules  himfelf, 

Supported  by  the  Pillars  he  had  rais’d. 

Caft.  My  Lord,  your  Chaplain. 

Acafi.  Let  the  good  man  enter. 

Caft.  Heaven  guard  your  Lordfhip  and  reftoreyour  Health ! 
Acafi.  I  have  provided  for  thee,  if  I  dye. 

N  o  fawning !  ’tis  a  fcandal  to  thy  Office. 

My  Sons,  as  thus  united  ever  live, 

And  for  the  Eftate, you’ll  find  when  lam  dead 
I  have  divided  it  betwixt  you  both 
Equally  parted,  as  youlhared  my  love ; 

Only  to  tweet  Monitnia  I’ve  bequeath’d 
Ten  thoufand  Crowns,  a  little  Portion  for  her, 

To  wed  her  honourably  as  file’s  borfi. 

Be  not  lefs  Friends  becaufe  you’re  Brothers  5  fhun 
The  man  that’s  lingular,  his  mind’s  unfound, 

His  Spleen  o’re-weighs  his  Brains,  but  above  all 
Avoid  the  politick,  the  fadious  Fool, 

The  bufie,  buzzing,  talking,  hardn’d  Knave  ; 

The  quaint,  fmooth  Rogue,  that  fins  againft  hisReafon; 
Calls  fawcy  loud  Sufpicion,  publick  Zeal, 
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And  Mutiny  the  Dictates  of  his  fpirit. 

Be  very  careful  how  ye  mike  new  Friends, 

Men  read  not  Murals  now,  *cwas  aCuftom* 

But  all  are  to  their  Fathers  Vices  born  : 

And  in  their  Mothers  Ignorance  are  bred. 

Let  Marriage  be  the  laftmid  thing  ye  doe, 

For  all  the  Sins  and  Follies  of  the  paft. 

IF  you  have  Children,  never  give  them  knowledge* 

’Twill  fpoil  their  Fortune,  Fools  are  all  the  falhion. 

If  y'ave  Religion,  keep  it  to  your  felves, 

Atheifts will  elfe  make  ufe  of  Toleration, 

And  laugh  ye  out  on’t  never  (hew  Religion 
Except  ye  mean  to  pafs  for  Knaves  of  Conference, 

And  cheat  believing  Fools  that  think  ye  honeft* 

Serin «  My  Father ! 

Acafto.  My  heart’s  Darling  i 
Senna.  Let  my  Knees 

Fix  to  the  Earth.  Ne’relet  my  Eyes  have  reft, 

But  wake  and  weep  till  Heaven  reftore  my  Father  ! 

Ac  aft.  Rife  to  my  Arms,  and  thy  kind  prayers  are  anfwer5  d, 
For  thou’rt  a  wondrous  extract  of  all  Goodnefs, 

Born  for  my  joy,  and  no  pain’s  felt  when  near  thee. 

'42 h ament ! 

cham .  My  Lord.,  may’t  prove  not  an  unlucky  Omen  l 
Many  I  fee  are  waiting  round  about  you  *• 

And  I  am  come  to  ask  a  Bleffing  too- 
Acajh.  May’ll:  thou  be  happy  .3 
Cham.  Where? 

Ac  aft.  In  all  thy  wiflies? 

Cham.  Confirm  me  lb,  and  make  this  Fair  One  mine* 

I  am  unpradiis’d  in  the  Trade  of  Courtihip; 

And  know  not  how  to  deal  Love  out  with  Art. 

Onfets  in  Love  Teem  beft  like  thofe  in  War, 

Fierce?  refolute,  and  done  with  all  the  force* 

So  I  would  open  my  whole  heart  at  once. 

And  pour  out  the  abundance  of  my  Soul* 

Ac  aft..  What  fays  Serina  ?  canft  thou  love  a  Souldier  ? 

One  born  to  Honour  andto  Honour  bred  ; 

One  that  has  learnt  to  treat  eVn  Foes  withkindnefs  5 
To  wrong  no  good  mans  Fam,e  norpraife  himfelf. 

Serrn^ 
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Serin.  Oh  1'name  not  Love,  for  that’s  ally’d  to  joy. 

And  joy  muft  be  a  ftranger  to  my  heart, 

When  you’re  in  danger.  May  Cbamonts  good  Fortune 
Render  him  lovely  to  fome  happier  Maid  ! 

Whilft  I  at  Friendly  diftance  fee  him  bleft, 

Praife  the  kind  Gods  and  wonder  at  his  Virtues. 

Acafi.  cbamonts purfue her,  conquer, and  poflefsher, 

.  And  as  my  Son  a  third  of  all  my  Fortune 
Shall  be  thy  Lot. 

But  keep  thy  Eyesfrom  wandring  man  of  frailty. 

Beware  the  dangerous  Beauty  of  the  wanton, 

Shun  their  enticements  5  Ruin  like  a  Vulture 
Waits  on  their  Conquefts:  Falfehood  too’s  their  bufinefs. 
They  put  falfe  Beauty  off  to  all  the  World  ; 
life  falfe  endearments  to  the  Fools  that  love  ’em. 

And  when  they  marry  to  their  filly  Husbands, 

They  bring  falfe  Virtue,  broken  Fame,  and  Fortune. 

Monim.  Hear  ye  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Polyd.  Yes,  my  fair  Monitor,  old  men  always  talk  thus. 
Acaji.  chxmont ,  you  told  meof  fome  doubts  that  preftyou.' 
Are  you  yet  fatisfied  that  I  am  your  Friend  ? 

chum.  My  Lord,  I  would  not  lofe  that  fatisfa&ion 
For  any  bleffing  I  could  wifh  for. 

As  to  my  fears  already  I  have  loft  ’em  5 
They  ne’re  fhall  vex  me  more,  nor  trouble  you.’ 

Ac  aft.  I  thank  you:  Daughter,  you  muff  do  to  too. 

My  Friends  ’tis  late,  or  we  would  yet  be  company 
For  my  diforder  feems  all  paft  and  over, 

And  I  methinks  begin  to  feel  new  health. 

Caft,  Would  you  but  reft,  it  might  reftore  you  quite. 

Ac  aft.  Yes,  I’ll  to  Bed ;  old  men  muft  humour  weaknefsi 
Let  me  have  Mufick  then  to  lull  and  chafe 
This  melancholly  thought  of  Death  away, 

Good-night  i  my  Friends, Heaven  guard  ye  all !  good  night/ 
To  morrow  early  we’ll  falute  the  day. 

Find  out  new  pleafures,  and  redeem  loft  time. 

[_Ex.  all  hut  Chamont  and  Chaplain. 
Cham.  Hift,  hift,  Sir  Gravity  a  weird  with  you. 
chap.  With  me.  Sir? 

cham.  If  you’re  at  leafure,  Sir,  .we’ll  waft  an  hour, 
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’Tis  yet  too  foon  to  fieep,  and ’twill  be  charity 
To  lend  your  Convention  to  a  Stranger. 

Chap.  Sir,  you  are  a  Souldier  ? 

Cham.  Yes. 

Chap,  llove  a  Souldier, 

And  had  been  one  my  felf,  but  my  old  Parents 
Would  make  me  what  you  fee  of  me,  yet  I’m  honeft 
For  all  I  wear  black. 

Cham.  And  that’s  a  Wonder, 

Have  you  had  longdependance  on  this  Family  ? 

C  hap.  I  have  not  thought  it  fo,becaufe  my  time’s  . 

Spent  pleafantly,  My  Lord’s  not  haughty  nor  imperious, 

Hor  I  gravely  whimfical,  he  has  good  nature, 

And  I  have  manners  5 

His  Sons  too  are  civil  to  me,  becaufe 

I  do  not  pretend  to  be  wifer  than  they  are  5 

I  meddle  with  no  mans  bufinefs  but  my  own  - 

I  rife  in  a  morning  early,  ftudy  moderately, 

Eat  and  drink  chearfully,  live  foberly, 

Take  my  innocent  plealures  freely, 

So  I  meet  with  refpedt,  and  am  not  the  jeft  of  the  Family. 

Cham.  I’m  glad  you  are  fo  happy  : 

A  pleafant  fellow  this,  and  may  beufeful. 

Knew  you  my  Father  the  old  Chamont  ? 
chap,  I  did,  and  was  moft  forry  when  we  loft  him. 

Cham.  Why?  didft  thou  love  him  ? 
e'/l’.Ev’ry  body  lov’d  him ;  befides  he  was  my  matters  Friend. 

cham.  I  could  Embrace  thee  for  that  very  Notion. 

If  thou  didft  love  my  Father  I  could  think 
Thou  wouldft  not  be  an  Enemy  to  me. 

Chap.  I  can  be  no  ma.ns  Foe. 

Cham.  Then  prithee  tell  me ; 

Thinkft  thou  the  Lord  Gajlalio  loves  my  Sifter  ? 

Niy,  never  ftart.  Come,  come,  I  know  thy  Office 
Opens  thee  all  the  Secrets  of  the  Family. 

Then  if  thou  art  honeft,  ufe  this  Freedom  kindly^ 

Chap.  Love  your  Sifter? 

Cham>  Ay,  Love  her. 

Chap.  Sir,  I  never  askt  him.' 

Andwonder  you  ftiould  ask  it  me. 

C&f»?.Nay,but  th’art  an  Hypocrite ;  is  there  not  one,  ,  Of 
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Of  all  thy  Tribe  that’s  honeft  in  your  Schools  l 
The  pride  of  your  Superiours  makes  ye  Slaves  : 

Ye  all  live  loathlbme  fneaking fervile  lives; 

Not  free  enough  to  pradife  generous  Truth, 

Though  ye  pretend  to  teach  it  to  the  World. 
ch»p.  I  would  deferve  a  better  thought  from  you.’ 

Chum.  If  thou  would’ft  have  me  not  contemn  thy  Office 
And  Character,  think  all  thy  Brethren  Knaves, 

Thy  Trade  a  Cheat,  and  thou  its  worft  Profeflour ; 

Inform  me  ;  for  I  tell  thee,  Prieft,  I’ll  know. 

chap.  Either  he  loves  her,  or  he  much  has  wrong’d  her. 
Cham.  How  wrong’d  her?  have  a  care:  for  this  may  lay 
A  Sceneofmifchiefto  undo  us  all. 

But  tell  me,  wrong’d  her  fay’dft  thou  ? 
chap.  Ay,  Sir,  wrong'd  her. 
cham.  This  is  a  fecret  worth  a  Mon  archs  Fortune: 

What  ffiall  I  give  thee  for’t?  thou  dear  Phyfitian 
Of  fickly  Souls,  unfold  this  Riddle  to  me. 

And  comfort  mine,— 

Chap.  I  would  hide  nothing  from  you  willingly. 
c^*.Nay,then  again  thou’rt  honeft.  Would ’it  tffiou  tell  me  ^ 
Chap.  Yes,  If  I  durft. 

Cham.  Why,  what  affrights  thee  ? 

Chap.  You  do, 

Who  are  not  to  be  trufled  with  the  Set  re:.. 

Cham ,  Why,  I  am  no  Fool. 

Chap.  So  indeed  you  fay. 

Cham.  Prithee,  be  ferious  then. 

Chap.  You  fee  I  am  fo, 

And  hardly  ffiall  be  mad  enough  to  Night, 

To  truft  you  with  my  Ruin. 

Cham.  Art  thou  then 

So  far  concern’d  in’t  ?  What  has  been  thy  Office  ?; 

Curfe  on  that  formal  Ready  Villains  Face  J 
Juft  fo  do  all  Bawds  look  •  Nay,  Bawds  they  fay 
Can  pray  upon  occafion,  talk  of  Heav’n, 

Turnup  their  Gogling Eye-balls,  rail  at  Vice, 

Diflemble,  lye,  and  preach  like  any  Prieft. 

Art  thou  a  Bawd  ?  ”  . 

chap.  Sir,  I’m  not  often  us’d  thus,. 

Cham.  Be  juft  then..  .-Cbafi, 
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Chap.  So  I  will  be  to  the  truft 
That’s  laid  upon  me. 

Cham .  By  the  rev’renc’d  Soul 
Of  that  great  honeft  man  that  gave  me  Being, 

Tell  me  but  what  thou  know’ll  concerns  my  Honour 
And  if  I  e’re  reveal  it  to  thy  wrong, 

May  this  good  Sword  ne’re  do  me  right  in  Battel  1 
May  I  ne’re  know  that  bleffed  peace  of  mind, 

That  dwells  in  good  and  pious  men  like  thee  ! 

Chap .  I  fee  your  temper’s  mov’d,  arid  I  will  truft  yom 
Cham .  Wilt  thou  ? 

Chap .  I  will  5  but  if  it  ever  ’fcape  ym  — — 

Cham .  It  never  lhall. 

Chap .  Swear  then. 

Ob  am .  I  do,  by  all 

That’s  dear  to  me,  by  th3  Honour  of  my  Name, 

And  that  Power  I  ferve,  it  never  lhall. 

chap .  Then  this  good  day,  when  allfthe  houfe  was  bufe 
When  mirth  and  kind  rejoycing  fill'd  each  Room, 

As  I  was  walking  in  the  Grove  I  met  them. 

Cham .  What  met  them  in  the  Grove  together  ?  tell  me. 
How  ?  walking,  Handing,  fitting,  lying  ?  hah  ! 

chap .  I  by  their  own  appointment  met  them  there, 
Receiv’d  their  Marriage  vows  and  joyn’d  their  hands. 

Cham.  How  i  married  t 
Chap .  Yes,  Sir. 

Cham .  Then  my  Souls  at  peace : 

But  why  would  you  delay  fo  long  to  give  it  ? 

Chap .  Not  knowing  what  reception  it  may  find 
With  old  Acafio ,  may  be  I  was  too  Cautious 
To  truft  the  fecret  from  me. 

Cham.  What’s  the  caufe 


I  cannot  guefs,  though  kis  my  Sifters  Honour, 

I  do  not  like  this  Marriage 

Hudl’d  i’th’  dark  and  done  at  too  much  Venture  : 

The  bufinefs  looks  with  an  unlucky  Face. 

Keep  frill  the  lecret  5  for  it  ne’re  lhall  ’fcape  me, 

Not  ev*n' to  them,  the  new  matcht  Paire,  Farewell. 

Believe  my  Truth  and  know  me  for  thy  Friend. 

^Exeunt, 
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Enter  Caftalio,  and  Monimia. 

Caft.  Young  chxmont,  and  the  Chaplain  !  furekis  they  I 
No  raitter  wha^s  contriv’d  or  who  confulted, 

Since  my  Mon'mia* s  mine  -  tho’  this  fad  Look 
Seems  no  good  boading  Omen  to  our  Blifs  - 
Elfej  prithee,  tell  me  why  that  Look  caft  down  ? 

Why  that  lad  figh  as  if  thy  heart  were  breaking  ? 

Mon .  Caftalio ,  I  anti  thinking  what  we Ve  done. 

The  Heavenly  Powers  were  fure  difpieas’d  today! 

For  at  the  Ceremony  as  we  flood, 

And  as  your  Hand  was  kindly  joyn’d  with  mine, 

As  the  good  Prieft  pronounc’t  the  Sacred  Words, 

Paffion  grew  bigg  and  I  could  not  forbear. 

Tears  drown’d  my  eyes,  and  trembling  feiz’d  my  Soul 
What  fhould  that  mean  ? 

Caft .  Oh  thou  art  tender  all ! 

Gentle  and  kind,  as  fympathizing  Nature ! 

When  a  fad  flory  has  been  told.  I’ve  feen 
Thy  little  breafts  with  foft  Companion  f well’d. 

Shove  up  and  down,  and  heave  like  dying  Birds  ; 

But  now  let  fear  be  banifht,  think  no  mors 
Of  danger,  for  there’s  fafetyin  my  Arms  * 

Let  them  receive  thee  :  Heav’n,  grow  jealous  now. 

Sure  die’s  too  good  for  any  Mortal  Creature  ! 

I  could  grow  wild,  and  praife  thee  ev’n  to  madnefs* 

But  wherefore  do  I  dally  with  my  Blifs  ? 

The  Night’s  far  fpsnt  and  day  draws  on  apace  ; 

To  bed  my  Love  and  \yake  till  I  come  thither. 

PoL  So  hot  my  Brother?  QPolydore  at  tht&wl 

Mon .  ’Twill  be  impoflible  : 

You  know  your  Fathers  Chamber’s  next  to  mine. 

And  the  lead  noife  will  certainly  alarm  him. 

Caft .  Impoffible  ?  Impoffible  ?  alas ! 

Is’t  pofflble  to  live  one  hour  without  thee  ? 

Let  me  behold  thofe  Eyes  5  they’ltellme  truths 
Haft  thou  no  longing?  Art  thou  Bill  the  fame 
Cold  Jcy  Virgin  ?  No  5  tW  art  alter’d  quite. 
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Hafte,  hafte  to  Bed,  and  let  loofe  all  thy  willies, 

Moa.  ’Tis  but  one  Night,  my  Lord,  I  pray  be  rul’d. 

Gait.  Tryifth’aft  Pow’rtoftop  a  flowing  Tide, 

Or  in  a  Tempeft  make  the  Seas  be  Calm  ; 

Arid  when  that’s  done  I’ll  Conquer  my  defires. 

No  more,  myBldling.  What  Hull  be  the  fign? 

When  (hall  1  come  ?  Fot  to  my  Joyes  I’ll  fteal 
As  if  I  ne’re  had  paid  my  Freedom  for  them. 

Mon.  Juft  three  foft  ftroakes  upon  the  Chamber  door. 

And  at  that  Signal  you  lhall  gain  Admittance  : 

But  fpeak  not  the  leaft  word  .  for  if  you  Ihould, 

’Tis  furely  heard  and  all  will  be  betray’d. 

Ci ft.  Oh !  doubt  it  not  Monimia ,  our  Joyes 
Shall  be  as  filent  as  the  Extatick  blifs 
Of  Souls,  that  by  Intelligence  converfe : 

Immortal  pleafures  (hall our  fenfes  drown  - 
Thought  (hill  be  loft,  and  every  Pow’rdiflolv’d: 

Away, my  Love  5  firft  take  this  kifs.  Now  hafte? 

I  long  for  that  to  come,  yet  grudge  each  minute  paft . 

[Ex,  Mon. 

My  Brother  wandring  too  fo  late  this  way  i 
Pol ,  c  *  folio ! 

Cap.  My  Polydore,  howdoft  thou? 

How  does  Our  Father  ?  is  he  well  recover’d  ? 

Pol.  I  left  him  happily  repos’d  to  Reft  • 

He’s  ftill  as  gay  as  if  his  life  were  young. 

But  how  does  fair  Monimia  ? 

Cap.  Doubtlefs  well. 

A  Cruel  Beauty  with  her  conquefts  pleas’d 
Is  always  joyful  and  her  mind  in  health. 

Pol.  Is  Ihe  the  fame  Monimia  ftill  (he  was  ? 

May  we  not  hope  (he’s  made  of  mortal  Mould  ? 

Cap.  She’s  not  Woman  elfe  : 

Tho’  I’m  grown  w’eary  of  this  tedious  hoping ; 

W’ave  in  a  barren  defart  ftray’d  too  long. 

Pol.  Yet  may  relief  be  unexpected  found, 

And  Loves  fweet  Manna  cover  all  the  field. 

Met  ye  to  day  ? 

Ca(l.  No,  She  has  ftill  avoided  me. 

Her  Brother  too  is  jealous  of  her  grown, 

And 
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And  has  been  hinting  fomething  to  my  Father, 

1  w  ilh  I’d  never  medl  d  with  the  matter, 

And  would  enjoyn  thee,  Polidore — — 

Pol.  To  what? 

Cajl.  To  leave  this  Peeviffi  Beauty  to  her  felf. 

Pol,  What  quit  my  Love  ?  as  foon  I’d  quit  my  Poi 
In  fight,  and  like  a  Coward  runaway. 

No,  by  my  Stars  I'll  chafe  her  tilllhe  yields 
To  me,  or  meets  her  Refcue  in  Another. 

Cajl.  Nay,  Ihe  has  Beauty  that  might  lhakethe  Leagues 
Of  mighty  Kings,  and  fet  the  World  at  odds  5 
But  1  have  wondrous  Reafons  on  my  fide,  *  < 

That  would  perfwade  thee, were  they  known,  / 

Pol.  Then  fpeak’em. 

What  are  they  ?  Came  ye  to  her  Window  here 
To  learn  ’em  now  ?  Cafialio ,  have  a  care • 

Ufe  honed  dealing  with  your  Friend  and  Brother. 

Believe  me,  I’m  not  with  my  Love  lb  blinded, 

But  can  difeern  your  purpofe  to  abufe  me. 

Quit  your  pretences  to  her. 

Cajl.  Grant  I  do, 

You  love  Capitulation,  Polydore , 

And  but  upon  Conditions  would  oblige  mei?r 
Pol.  You  fay,  yo’ve  Realbns.  Why  are  they  Concealed  ? 
Cajl.  To  Morrow  I  may  tell  you. 

It  is  a  matter  of  fuch  Circumftance, 

As  I  muft  well  Confult  e’re  I  reveal : 

But,  prithee,  ceafe  to  think  I  would  abufe  thee, 

Till  more  be  known. 

Pol.  When  you,  Cafialio ,  ceafe 
To  meet  Monimia  unknown  to  me. 

And  then  deny  it  flavilhly,  I’ll  ceafe 
To  think  Cafialio  Faithlefs  to  his  Friend. 

Did  I  not  fee  you  part  this  very  moment  ? 

Cajl.  It  feems  yo’ve  watch’t  me  then  ? 

Pol.  I  fcorn  the  Office. 

Cafl.  Prithee,  avoid  a  thing  thou  may’ll  repent. 

Pol.  That  is  henceforward  making  Leagues  with  you. 
Cajl.  Nay,  ify’are  angry,  Polydore ,  good  Night. 

Pol.  Good  Night,  cafialio ,  if  y’are  in  fuch  hade. 
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He  little  thinks  Tve  overheard  th1  Appointment  .* 
But  to  his  Chamber  s  gone  to  wait  a  while, 

Then  come  and  take  poffeffion  of  my  Love. 

This  is  the  utmoft  Point  of  all  my  Hope, 

Or  now  ffie  muft  or  never  can  be  mine. 

Oh  !  for  a  means  now  howto  Counterplot 
And  difappoint  this  happy  Elder  Brother. 

In  ev’ry  thing  we  do,  or  undertake, 

He  foars  above  me,  mount  what  height  I  can. 
And  keeps  the  ftart  he  got  of  me  in  Birth. 
Cordelio  ! 


Enter  Page. 

Pag .  My  Lord ! 

Pol.  Come  hither.  Boy. 

Thou  haft  a  pretty  forward  Lying  face, 

And  may’ft  in  time  Expedl  preferment,canft  thou 
Pretend  to  fecrefie,  Cajole  and  Flatter 
Thy  Mafters  follies  and  affift  his  pleafures  ? 

Pag.  My  Lord,  I  could  do  any  thing  for  you, 

And  ever  be  a  very  Faithful  Boy. 

Command  whate’re’s  you  Pleafure,  Til  obferve. 

Be  it  to  run,  or  watch  $  or  to  convey 
A  Letter  to  a  Beautious  Ladys  Bofom  • 

At  leaft  lam  not  dull,  and  foon  Ihould  learn. 

Pol .  Tis  pity  then  thou  Ihould’ftnot  be  employ’d : 
Go  to  my  Brother, he’s  in’s  Chamber  now 
tlndreffing  and  preparing  for  his  reft, 

Find  out  fome  me*ns  to  keep  him  up  a  while, 

Tell  him  a  pretty  ftory  that  may  pleafe 
His  Ear:  Invent  a  Tale,  no  matter  what. 

Ifhe  ffiould  ask  of  me,  tell  him  I’m  gone 
T5b  bed,  and  lent  you  there  to  know  his  pleafure, 
Whether  he’l  hunt  to  morrow.  Well  faid,  Poljdore  • 
Diffemble  with  thy  Brother :  That’s  one  Point  5 
But  do  not  leave  him  till  he’s  in  his  bed  5 
Or  if  he  Chance  to  walk  again  this  way, 

Follow,  and  do  not  quit  him,  butTeemfond 
To  do  him  little  offices  of  Service. 

Perhaps  at  laft  it  may  offend  him  5  then 
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Retire  and  wait  till  I  come  in.  Away : 

Succeed  in  this,  and  be  employ’d  again. 

Pag.  Doubt  not,  my  Lord :  he  has  been  always  kind 
To  me  •  would  often  fet  me  on  his  knees ; 

Then  give  me  Sweet-Meats,  call  me  pretty  Boy, 

And  askt  me  what  the  Maids  talkt  of  at  Nights. 

Pol.  Run  quickly  then,  and  profperous  be  thy  Wilhe-s. 

[  Ex .  Page, 

Here  I'm  alone  and  fit  for  mifchief ;  now, 

To  cheat  this  brother  will’t  be  honeft,  that 
I  heard  the  Sign  ihe  order’d  him  to  give. 

Oh  for  the  Art  of  Proteus  but  to  change 
The  happy  Pofydore  to  bleft  Cajlalio  J 
She’s  not  fo  well  acquainted  with  him  yet, 

But  I  may  fit  her  Arms,  as  well  as  Jie. 

Then  when  I’m  happily  pofleft  of  more 
Than  fenfe  can  think,  all  loofen’d  into  Joy, 

To  hear  my  difappointed  brother  come, 

And  give  the  unregarded  Signal ;  Oh  ! 

What  a  malicious  pleafure  will  that  be  J 
Juft  three  foft  ftroaks  againft  the  Chamber  door, 

But  fpeak  not  the  leaft  word,  for  if  you  Ibould, 

It  is  furely  heard,  and  we  are  both  betray’d. 

How  I  adore  a  Miftrefs  that  contrives 
With  care  to  lay  the  bufinefs  of  her  Joyes  1 
One  that  has  wit  to  charm  the  very  Soul, 

And  give  a  double  reliih  to  delight  1 
Bleft  Heav’n,  aflift  me  but  in  this  dear  hour. 

And  my  kind  Starrs  be  but  propitious  now  j 
Difpofe  of  me  hereafter  as  you  pleafe. 

Monimia  !  Monimia !  [Qlvis  the  Sign', 

(Maid  at  the  window.)  Whoe’s  there  ? 

Pol.  Tisl. 

Maid.  My  Lord  Cajlaliol 
Pol.  The  lame. 

How  does  my  Love, my  Dear  Monimia. 

Maid,  Oh! 

She  wonders  much  at  y@ur  unkind  delay. 

You’ve  ftaid  fo  long  that  at  each  little  Noife 
The  Wind  but  makes,  Ihe  asks  if  you  are  coming. 

F  2 
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Pol.  Tell  her  I’m  here,  and  let  the  door  be  open’d. 

[Maid  Descends, 

Now  hoaftj Caftklio,  Triumph  now  and  tell 

Thy  felf  ftrange  ftories  of  a  promis’d  Bills.  [The  Door  unbolts. 

It  opens, hah  !  what  means  my  trembling  flelli  J 

Limbs,  do  your  Office  and  fupport  me  well. 

Bear  me  to  her,  then  fail  me  if  you  can. 

Enter  Caftalio,  and  Pane. 

Pag.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  ’twill  be  a  lovely  Morning, 

Pray  let  us  hunt. 

Cap.  Go  you’re  an  Idle  Pratler, 

I’ll  ftay  at  home  to  morrow,  if  your  Lord 
Thinks  fit, he  may  command  my  Hounds;  go  leave  me, 

I  muft  go  to  bed. 

Pag.  fll  wait  upon  your  Lordfhip, 

If  you  think  fit,  and  fing  you  to  repofe. 

Cafl.  No,  my  kind  Boy.  the  night  is  too  far  Wafted, 

My  fenfes  too  are  quite  difrob’d  of  thought, 

And  ready  all  with  me  to  go  to  reft. 

Good  night:  commend  me  to  my  Brother. 

Pag .  Oh  J 

You  never  heard  the  laft  new  Song  I  learnt  5 
It  is  the  fineft,  prettieft  Song  indeed, 

Of  my  Lord  and  my  Lady, you  know  who, that  were  caught 
Together,  you  know  where,  My  Lord,  indeed  it  is. 

Cafi.  You  muft  be whipt  Youngfter,  ifyougetfuch 
Songs  as  thofe  are.  What  means 
ThisBoyes  impertinence  to  Night  ? 

Pag.  Why,  what  muft  I  fing,  pray,  my  dear  Lord? 

Cajl.  Pfalms,  Child,  Pfalms. 

Pag.  Oh  dear  me  1  Boys  that  go  to  School  learn  Pfalms,  but 
Pages  that  are  better  bred  Sing  Lampoons. 

Caff.  Well,  leave  mej’m  weary. 

Pag.  Oh  l  but  you  promis’d  me  laft  time  I  told  you  what 
Colour  my  Lady  Mommt&  s  ftockings  were  of  and  that 
She  garter’d  them  above  knee, that  you  would  give  me  a  little 
Horfe  to  go  a  hunting  upon .  fo  you  did.  I’ll  tell  you  no  more 
Stories,  except  you  keep  your  word  with  me. 

Cap. 
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Caft.  Well,  go  you  Trifler  and  to  morrow  ask  me. 

Pag.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  leant  abide  to  leave  you. 

Caft.  Why,  wert  thou  isftru&ed  to  attend  me? 

Pag.  No,  no,  indeed,  indeed,  my  Lord,  I  was  not ; 

But  I  know  what  I  know. 

Caft. What  doft  thou  know?Death!  what  can  all  this  mean? 
Pag.  Oh !  I  know  who  loves  fomebody. 

Caft-  What’s  that  to  me,  Boy  ? 

Pag.  Nay,  I  know  who  loves  you  too. 

Caft.  That  is  a  wonder,  prithee  tell  it  me. 

Pag.  Tis-~tis-I  know  who— but  will 
You  give  me  the  Horfe  then  ? 

Caft.  I  will,  my  Child. 

Pag.  Ic  is  my  Lady  Monimia^  look  you,  but  don’t  you 
Tell  her  I  told  you,  She’l  give  me  no  more  play  things  then. 
I  heard  her  fay  fo  as  Ihe  lay  a  bed,  Mari. 

Caft.  Talkt  Ihe  of  me  when  in  her  bed,  Cordelio  ? 

Pag.  Yes,  and  I  fung  her  the  Song  you  made  too. 

And  ihe  did  fo  figh,  and  fo  look  with  her  Eyes  ; 

And  her  breads  did  fo  lift  up  and  down  •,  I  could  have  found 
In  my  Heart  to  have  beat ’em,  for  they  made  me  aihim’d. 

Caft.  Heark,  what’s  that  Noil’e  ? 

Take  this,  be  gone, and  leave  me.  [Ex.  Page. 

You  Knave,  you  little  flatterer,  get  you  gone. 

Surely  it  was  a  Noife.  Hift— only  Fancy. 

For  all  is  huflit,  as  Nature  were  retired, 

And  the  perpetual  Motion  (landing  dill: 

So  much  (lie  from  her  work  appears  to  ceafc. 

And  every  warring  Element’s  at  peace, 

All  the  wild  Herds  are  in  their  Coverts  Coucht ; 

The  Fiihes  to  their  Banks  or  Ouze  repair’d. 

And  to  the  murmurs  of  the  Waters  deep  ; 

The  feeling  Ayr’s  at  reft  and  feels  no  noife. 

Except  of  fome  foft  Breaths  among  the  Trees , 

Rocking  the  harmelefs  birds  that  reft  upon  ’em. 

’Tis  now  that  guided  by  my  Love  I  go, 

To  take  Poffeffion  of  Monimia's  Arms. 

Sure  Poly  fare's  by  this  time  gone  to  bed. 

At  Midnight  thus  the  Uf’rer  deals  untraft. 

To  make  a  Vifit  to  his  hoarded  Gold, 

'  '  And 
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And  Feaft  his  Eyes  upon  the  rtiining  M  mmon:  [Knocks* 

She  heares  me  not,  fure  flie  already  deeps. 

Her  wifhes  could  not  brook  my  fo  long  Delay, 

And  her  poor  heart  has  beat  it  feif  to  reft.  [Knocks  again, 

MonimUX  my  Angel — - hah— not  yet - - 

How  long's  the  fofteft  Moment  of  delay 
To  a  Heart  Impatient  of  it’s  pangs  like  mine. 

In  fight  of  eafe  and  panting  to  the  Goal.  [Knocks  again, 

Once  more - 

Maid,  Who’s  there, 

That  Comes  thus  rudely  to  difturb  our  Reft  ? 

Cafi.  ’Tis  I. 

Maid .  Who  are  you,  what’s  your  Name  ? 

Cafi.  Suppofe 
The  Lord  Cafi  alio. 

Maid  I  know  you  not  5 
The  Lord  Cajlalio  has  no  bufinefs  here. 

Cafi.  Hah !  have  a  care,  what  can  this  mean  ! 

Who  e’re  thou  art,  I  charge  thee  to  Monimia  fly  * 

Tell  her  I’m  here  and  wait  upon  my  doom. 

kMaid.  Who  eVe  you  arc,  you  may  repent  this  outrage 
My  Lady  muft  not  be  difturbYh~Geed  Night  i 
Cafi.  She  muft,  tell  herflie  lhall,  go  Pm  in  hafte, 

And  bring  her  tydings  from  the  ftate  of  Love, 

Th’are  all  in  confultation  met  together, 

How  to  reward  my  Truth,  and  Crown  her  Vows. 

Maid.  Sure  the  man’s  mad 
Cafi.  Or  this  will  make  me  fo. 

Obey  me,  or  by  all  the  wrongs  Ifuffer, 

Til  Tcale  the  Window  and  come  in  by  force, 

Let  the  fad  Confequence  be  what  it  will. 

This  Creatures  trifling  folly  makes  me  mad. 

Maid.  My  Ladies  anfwer  is,  you  may  depart, 

She  fays  fhe  knows  you  5  You  are  P olydore 
Sent  by  Cafialio  as  you  were  to  day, 

V  affront  and  do  her  violence  again. 

Cafi.  i’ll  not  believ’t. 

Maid,  You  may,  Sir. 
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Caft.  Curfes  blaft  thee  1 

Maid.  Well,  ’tis  a  fine  cool  Evening,  and  I  hopes 
May  cure  the  raging  Eeaver  in  your  Blood. 

Good  night ! 

Cafta.  And  farewell  all  that’s  juft  in  Woman  ! 

This  is  contriv’d,  a  ftudyed  Trick  to  abufe 
My  eafie  nature,  and  torment  my  mind ; 

Sure  now  (h’has  bound  me  faft,  and  means  to  Lord  it. 

To  rein  me  hard,  and  ride  me  at  her  will, 

Till  by  degrees  (he  lhape  me  into  Fool. 

For  all  her  future  ufe’s  Death  and  Torment. 

’Tis  impudence  to  think  my  Soul  will  bear  it. 

Oh  I  could  grow  ev’n  wild,  and  tear  my  hair : 

’Tis  well, Monimia^ that  thy  Empire’s  (hort  5 
Let  but  to  morrow,  but  to  morrow  come, 

And  try  if  all  thy  Arts  appeafe  my  wrong  ; 

Till  when  be  this  detefted  place  my  Bed,  [Lyes  dower. 

Where  I  will  ruminate  on  Womans  Ills, 

Laugh  at  my  felf  and  curfe  th’  inconftant  Sex. 

Faithlefs  MonimU  !  Oh  Monimia ! 

Enter  Ernefto, 

Ernefto.  Either 

My  fenfe  has  been  deluded;  cr  this  way 
I  heard  the  found  of  (orrow,  ’tis  late  night, 

And  none,  whofe  mind’s  at  peace,  would  wander  now. 

Cafi.  Who’s  there? 

Em.  A  Friend. 

Cafi.  If  thou  art  fo,  retire, 

And  leave  this  place,  for  I  would  be  alone. 

Em.  Cafia/io !  My  Lord,  why  in  this  pofture. 

Stretch’d  on  the  Ground  ?  Your  honeft  true  old  Servant; 

Your  poor  Ernefto  cannot  fee  you  thus  ; 

Rife  I  befeech  you, 

Cafi.  If  thou  art  Ernefto , 

As  by  thy  honefty  thou  feemeft  to  be, 

Once  leave  me  to  my  folly. 

Em.  I  can’t  leave  you, 

And  not  the  reafon  know  of  your  diforders. 
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Remember  how  when  young  I  in  my  Arms 
Have  often  born  you,  pleas'd  you  in  your  pleafures, 

And  fought  an  early  (hare  in  your  Afltaftion. 

Do  not  'difcard  me  now,  but  let  me  ferve  you. 

Caft.  Thou  canft  not  ferve  me. 

Em.  Why? 

Ca[}.  Becaufe  my  thoughts 

Are  full  of  Woman,  thou  poor  Wretch,  art  paft’em. 

Em.  I  hate  the  Sex. 

C'ajt.  Then  I’m  thy  Friend  Ernejlo.  [Rifes. 

I’d  leave  the  world  for  him  that  hates  a  Woman. 

Woman  the  Fountain  of  all  Humane  Frailty  1 
What  mighty  Ills  have  not  been  done  by  Woman  ? 

Who  was’t  betray’d  the  Capijol  ?  A  Woman. 

VVholoft  Mark  Anthony  the  World  ?  A  Woman. 

Who  was  the  caufe  of  a  long  ten  years  War, 

And  laid  at  laft  Old-Troy  in  Allies  ?  Woman. 

Deftru&ive,  damnably  deceitful,  Woman. 

Woman  to  Man  firftas  aBleflfing  giv’n, 

When  Innocence  and  Love  were  in  their  prime, 

Happy  a  while  in  Paradife  they  lay, 

But  quickly  Woman  long’d  to  go  aftray, 

Some  foolifh  new  Adventure  needs  muft  prove, 

And  the  firft  Devil  (lie  faw  (lie  chang’d  her  Love, 

To  his  Tempations  lewdly  (lie  inclin’d 
Her  Soul,  and  for  an  Apple  damn’d  Mankind. 


A  C  T  IV.  SCENE  I. 

Acafto  folia. 

Ac&Jl.  T>  Left  be  the  morning  that  has  brought  me  health, 
£  5  A  happy  reft  has  lbftned  pain  away, 

And  I’ll  forget  it,  though  my  mind’s  not  wf  11. 

A  heavy  melancholly  cloggs  my  heart, 

I  droop  and  figh  I  know  not  why  !  Dark-dreams, 

Sick  Fancies  Children,  hive  been  over-bufie, 

And  ali  the  Night  play’d  Farces  in  my  Brains  ; 

Methoughc  I  heard  the  Midnight- Raven  cry  } 
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Wak’d  with  th’  imagin’d  Noife,  my  Curtains  feem’d 
To  ftart,  and  at  my  Feet  my  Sons  appear’d 
LikeGhofts,  all  pale  and  ftiff  :  Iftrove  tofpeak, 

Buc  could  not  5  fuddenly  the  Forms  were  loft, 

And  feem’d  to  vanish  in  a  bloudy  Cloud ; 

’Twasodd,  and  for  the  prefent  Ihook  my  thoughts  ; 

But  was  th’  effed  of  my  diftemper’d  bloud  • 

And  when  the  Health’s  difturb’d,  the  mind’s  unruly,' 

Enter  Polydore. 

Good  Morning,  Polydore. 

Pol.  Heaven  keep  your  Lordfhip, 

Ac  oft.  Have  you  yet  feen  C  oft  alto  to  day  ? 

Pol.  My  Lord,  ’tis  early  day,  he’s  hardly  riren. 

Ac  aft.  Go,  call  him  up,  and  meet  me  in  the  Chapel. 

("Ex,  Pol. 

I  cannot  think  all  has  gone  well  to  night ; 

For  as  I  waking  lay  (and  fure  my  fenfe 
Was  then  my  own)  methought  I  heard  my  Son 
Caftalio's  Voice  ;  but  it  f«em’d  low  and  mournful. 

Under  my  Window  too  I  thought  I  heard  it  ; 

M’  untoward  fancy  could  not  be  deceiv’d 
In  every  thing  5  and  I  will  fearch  the  truth  out. 

Enter  Monimia,  and  her  Maid. 

Already  up  Monimia  \  you  Rofe 
Thus  early  furely  to  out-fliine  the  Day  ! 

Or  was  there  any  thing  that  croft  your  reft  I 

They  were  naughty  thoughts  that  wou’d  not  let  you  fleep. 

Mon.  What  ever  are  my  thoughts,  my  Lord,  I’ve  learn’t 
By  your  Example  to  correct  their  Ills, 

And  Morn,  and  Evening,  give  up  th’ Account. 

Ac  aft.  YourPardon,  Sweet  one,  I  upbraid  you  not  j 
Or  if  I  would,  you  are  fo  good  I  could  not $ 

Though  I’m  deceiv’d,  or  you  are  more  fair  to  Day  5 
For  Beauty’s  heighten’d  in  your  Cheeks,  and  all 
Your  Charmes  leem  up,  and  ready  in  your  Eyes. 

Mon.  The  little  lit  ire  I  have’s  fo  very  mean, 

That  it  may  eafily  admit  Addition  }  G  Though 
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Though  you,  my  Lord,  llnuld  moft  of  all  beware 
To  give  it  too  much  praife,  and  mike  me  proud. 

Acafi.  Proud  of  an  Old  rams  praifes !  Na  Monimlt ! 

But  if  my  Pray’rs  cm  work  thee  any  good, 

Thou  ih  lit  not  want  thelargeft  (hire  of ’em; 

Heard  you  no  Noife  to  Night  ? 

Mon.  Noife  !  my  good  Lord  ! 

Acafi.  Ay  i  about  Midnight. 

Mon.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  do’nt  remember  any. 

Ac  aft.  You  muft  lure  I  went  you  eirly  to  reft  ? 

Mon.  About  the  wonted  Hour :  W  ny  this  enquiry  ?  [  A  fide. 
Acafi.  And  went  your  Miid  to  bed  too  ? 

Mon .  My  Lord,  I  guefs  fo^ 

I've  feldom  known  her  difobey  my  Orders. 

Acafi.  Sure  Goblins  then,  Fiiryes  haunt  the  dwelling  . 
I’ll  have  inquiry  m  ids  through  all  the  Houfe, 

But  I'll  find  outtheCaufeofthefe  Diforders. 

Good  Day  to  thee,  Monimia  — I'll  to  Chapel.  [Ex.  Acafto. 

Mon.  I'll  but  difpatch  fome  orders  to  my  Woman, 

And  wait  upon  your  Lordlhip  there  : 

I  fear  the  Prieft  has  plaid  us  falfe^  if  fo, 

My  poor  Gaft  alio  lofes  all  for  me  • 

I  wonder  though,  he  made  fuch  hafte  to  leave  me! 
Was’tnot  unkind,  Florellai  furely’twas! 

He  fcarce  afforded  one  kind  parting  Word, 

But  went  away  focold :  The  kifs  he  gave  me 
Seem’d  the  forc'd  Complement  of  fated  Love. 

Would  I  had  never  marry 'd  !< 

Maid .  Why  ? 

Mon .  Methinks 

The  Scene’s  quite  alter’d  •  I  am  not  the  fame  ; 

I’ve  bound  up  for  my  felf  a  weight  of  Cares, 

And  how  the  burden  will  be  born  none  knows. 

A  Husband  may  be  Jealous,  rigid,  falfe  5 
And  ihould  Cajfalio  e're  prove  fo  to  me  5 
So  tender  is  my  Heart,  fo  nice  my  Love, 

*T would  ruin,  and  diftra&my  reft  for  ever. 

Maid .  Madam,  he’s  coming. 

Mon.  Where,  Florellai  where? 
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Is  he  return  ing  ?  To  my  Chamber  lead  5 
I’ll  meet  him  there :  The  Myfteries  of  our  Love 
Should  be  kept  private,  as  Religious  Rites, 

From  the  unhallow’d  View  of  Common  Eyes, 

[Ex,  Mon,  and  Maid 

Enter  Caflalio. 

Caft.  Wilh’t  Morning’s  come  /  And  now  upon  the  plains 
And  diftant  Mountains,  where  they  feed  their  Flocks, 

The  happy  Shepherds  leave  their  Homely  Huts, 

And  with  their  Pipes  proclaim  the  new-born  day. 

The  lufty  Swain  comes  with  his  well-fill’d  Scrip 
Of  Healthful  Viands,  which,  when  hunger  calls. 

With  much  content,  and  appetite  he  eats. 

To  follow  in  the  Field’s  his  daily  Toil, 

And  drel’s  the  grateful  Glebe,  that  yields  him  Fruits. 

The  Beafts  that  under  the  Warm  Hedges  flept, 

And  weather’d  out  the  cold  bleak  Night,  are  up, 

And  looking*  towards  the  Neighb’ring  Paftures,  raife 
The  Voice,  and  bid  their  fellow  Br  uites  good  morrow  : 

The  Chearful  Birds  too,  on  the  tops  of  Trees, 

Aflemble  all  in  Quoires,and  with  their  Notes 
Salute  and  welcome  up  the  riling  Sun. 

There’s  no  Condition  lure  fo  curft  as  mine  ; 

Fmmarry’dt  ’Sdeath!  lamfped.  How  like  a  Dog 
Lookt  Hercules ,  thus  to  a  DiftafF  chain’d  ? 

Monimial  oh  Mommu  J 

Enter  Monimia5  and  Maid, 

Mon.  I  come, 

I  fly  to  my  ador’d  6a(lalio's  Armes, 

My  wilhes  Lord.  May  every  Morn  begin 
Like  this :  And  with  our  Days  our  Loves  renew. 

Now  I  may  hope  y’are  fatisfy’d - 

[Looking  langui^ingly  on  him. 

Caft.  Iam 

Well  fatisfy’-L  that  thou  art— Oh 
Mon.  What  ?  fpeak :  ■ 

G  2 
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Art  thou  not  well ,  C  aft  alio  ?  Come  lean 
Upon  my  Breafts,  andteli  me  where’s  thy  pain, 

Cafi.  ’Tis  here  1  ’tisin  my  Head ;  ’tisin  my  Heart, 

’Tis  every  where  ;  It  rages  like  a  madnefs  5 
And,  I  moft  wonder  how  my  reafon  holds  5 
Nay,  wonder  not,  Monm/a ;  the  Slave 
You  thought  you  had  fecur’d  within  my  Breaft, 

Is  grown  a  Rebel,  and  has  broke  his  Chain, 

And  now  he  waiks  there  like  a  Lord  at  large. 

Mon.  Am  I  not  then  your  Wife,  your  Lov’d  MonimUl 
I  once  was  fo,  or  I’ve  moft  itrangely  dreamt. 

What  ayles  my  Love  ? 

cajl.  VVhat  e’re  thy  Dreams  have  been, 

Thy  waking  thoughts  ne’re  meant  C  aft  aim  well,. 

No  more,  Mtnimis^oi  your  Sexes  Arts, 

They  are  ufelefs  all :  I’m  not  that  pliant  Tool, 

That  neceffary  Utenfil  you’d  make  me, 

I  know  my  Charter  better— I  am  Man, 

Obftinate  Man  $  and  will  not  be  enflav’d. 

Mon.  You  lhall  not  fear't :  Indeed  my  Nature’s  eafie  5 
I’ll  ever  live  your  moft  obedient  Wife, 

Nor  ever  any  priviledge  pretend 

Beyond  your  will  •  for  that  ihall  be  my  Law  ; 

Indeed  I  will  not. 

Caff.  Nay,  you  Hull  not,  Madam, 

By  yon  bright  Heav’n,  you  ihall  not  5  all  the  day 
I’ll  play  the  Tyrant,  and  at  Night  forfake  thee  5 
Till  by  afflictions  and  continued  Cares, 

I’ve  worn  thee  to  a  homely  houfehold  Drudge  ; 

Nay,  if  I’ve  any  too,  thou  ihalt  be  made 
Subfervient  to  all  my  loofer  pleafures, 

For  thou  haft  wrong’d  C aft  alio. 

Mon.  No  more: 

Oh  kill  me  here,  or  tell  me  my  offence. 

I’ll  never  quit  you  elfe  *  but  on  thefe  Knees, 

Thus  follow  you  all  day,  till  th’are  worn  bare,' 

And  hang  upon  you  like  a  drowning  Creature. 

C  aft  alio. - 

Call.  Away,  Laft  night,  laft  night. 

Mon.  It  was  our  wedding  Night. 
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Cafl.  No  more,  forget  it. 

Mon.  V  Vhy  ?  do  you  then  repent  ? 

Cafli  I  do. 

Mon.  Oh  Heav’n ! 

And,  will  you  leave  me  thus  ?  help,  help,  Florella. 

[He  draogs  her  to  the  Door  and  breaks  front  her 
Help  me  to  hold  this  yet  lov’d  cruel  Man. 

Oh  my  heart  breaks- — I’m  dying,  Oh . ftand  off. 

I’ll  not  indulge  this  womans  weaknefs ;  ftill 
Chaft,  and  Fomented,  let  my  Heart  fwell  on, 

Till  with  its  injuries  it  burft,  and  lhake 
With  the  Direblow,  thisPrifonto  the  Earth. 

Maid.  VVhat  fad  miftake  has  been  the  caufe  of  this  J 
Mon.  Caflalio :  Oh  i  how  often  has  he  fwore, 

Nature  ihould  change,  the  Sun  and  Stars  grow  dark,' 
E’rehe  would  falfify  his  Vows  to  me. 

Make  hafte,Confufion,  then  :  Sun,  lofe  thy  light, 

And  Stars  drop  dead  with  Sorrow  to  the  Earth  ; 

For  my  Caflalio’’ sfalfe— 

Maid.  Unhappy  Day  J 

Mon.  Falfe  as  the  V Vind,  the  Water,  or  the  Weather, 
Gruel  as  Tygers  o’re  their  trembling  prey. 

I  feel  him  in  my  bread:,  he  tears  my  heart, 

And  at  each  figh  he  drinks  the  gulhing  bloody. 

Mufti  be  long  in  pain? 

Enter  Chamont. 

Cha.  In  tears  M onimia ! 

Mon,  Who  e’re  thou  art, 

Leave  me  alone  to  my  belov’d  Defpair. 

Cham.  Lift  up  thy  Eyes,  and  fee  who  comes  to  cheete  thee; 
Tell  me  the  ftory  of  thy  Wrongs  •  and  then 
See  if  my  foul  has  reft  till  thou  haftjuftice. 

Mon.  My  Brother ! 

Cham.  Yes,  Monimia ,  if  thou  thinkft 
That  I  deferve  the  Name,  I  am  Brother. 

Mon.  Oh  Caflalio !  •  -t 

Cham.  Hah ! 

Name  me  that  Name  again !  My  Souls  on  fire. 
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Till  I  know  al! :  7  here’s  meaning  in  that  name, 

I  know  he  is  thy  Husband :  Therefore  truft  me, 

VVith  all  the  following  truth  — - 
Mon.  Indeed,  Cbamont , 

There’s  nothing  in  it  but  the  fault  of  Nature: 

I’m  often  thus  leiz’d  fuddenly  with  grief, 

I  know  not  why.  * 

Cham,  You  ufe  me  ill,  M onimia  • 

And  I  might  think  with  Juftice  mod  feverely 
Of  this  unfaithful  dealing  with  your  Brother. 

kM on.  Truly  I  am  not  to  blame :  Suppofe  I’m  fond, 

And  grieve,  for  what  as  much  may  pleafe  another  : 

Should  I  upbraid  the  deareft  Friend  on  Earth 

For  the  firft  fault  ?  you  wou’d  not  do  fo  :  wou’d  you  ? 

Cham.  Not,  if  I’d  caufe  to  think  it  was  a  Friend. 

Mon.  Why  do  youthen  call  this  unfaithful  dealing  ? 

I  ne’re  conceal’d  my  foul  from  you  before  : 

Bear  with  me  now,  and  fearch  my  wounds  no  farther, 

For  every  probing  pains  me  to  the  heart. 

Cham,  ’  fis  fign  there’s  danger  in’t,  and  mud  be  prevented. 

Where’s  your  new  Husband  ?  Still  that  thought  dilturbs  you. 

What,  onely  anfwer  me  with  tears  ?  C aft alio  J 
Nay,  now  they  ftream. 

Cruel  unkind  CaftaHo  /  is’t  not  fo  ? 

Mon.  I  cannot  fpeak,  grief  flows  fo  faft  upon  me, 
ft  choaks  and  will  not  let  me  tell  the  caufe. 

Oh/ 

Cham .  My  Monimia ,  to  my  Soul  thou’rt  dear, 

As  honour  to  my  name  :  Dear  as  the  light 
To  eyes  but  juft  reftor’d,  and  heald  ol  blindnefs. 

Why  wilt  thou  not  repofe  within  my  bread 
The  anguifh  that  torments  thee  ? 

Mon.  Oh!  I  dare  not. 

Cham.  I  have  no  friend  but  thee :  we  mud  confide 
In  oneanother:  Two  unhappy  Orphans, 

Alas,  we  are  and  when  I  fee  thee  grieve, 

Methinks  it  is  a  part  of  me  that  fufFers. 

Mon.  Oh  lhouldft  thou  know  the  caufe  of  my  lamenting, 
lam  fatisfy’d,  Chamont^  that  thou  wouldft  Icorn  me  5 

Thou 
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Thou  Would’ft  defpife  the  abje<ft  loft  Monimia^ 

No  more  would’ft  praife  this  Beauty:  but 
When  in  Tome  Cell  diftra&sd,  as  I  fla  ill  be, 

Thou  feeft  me  lye  5  thefe  unregarded  Lock*, 

Matted  like  Furies  Trefles  5  my  poor  Limbs 
Chain’d  to  the  Ground,  and  'ftead  of  the  delights 
Which  happy  Lovers  tafte,  my  Keeper’s  ftripes, 

A  Bed  of  Straw,  and  a  courfe  wooden  difti 
Of  wretched  fuftenance.  When  thus  thou  fee’ft  me. 
Prithee  have  Charity  and  pity  for  me. 

Let  me  enjoy  this  thought. 

Cham.  Why  wilt  thou  rack 
My  Soul  fo  long,  Monimia  ?  Eafe  me  quickly,- 
Or  thou  wilt  run  me  into  midnefs  firft. 

Mon,  Could  you  be  fecret  ? 

Cham.  Secret  as  the  Grave. 

Mon.  But  whan  I’ve  told  you,  will  you  keep  your 
Within  its  bounds  ?  will  you  not  do  fome  ralh 
And  horrid  mifchtef?  for  indeed,  chamont , 

You  would  not  think  how  hardly  I’ve  been  us’d 
From  a  near  Friend ;  from  one  that  has  my  Soul 
A  Slave  5  and  therefore  treats  it  like  a  Tyranr. 

Cham. I  will  be  calm,  but  has  Ca(lalio  wrong'd  thee 
Has  he  already  wafted  all  his  Love  ? 

What  has  he  done  ?  quickly ;  for  Pam  all  trembling 
With  expe&ation  of  a  horrid  Tale. 

Mon.  Oh!  could  you  think  it! 

Cham,  What  ? 

Mon.  I  fear  he’ll  kill  me. 

Cham.  Hah ! 

Mon.  Indeed  I  do,  he’s  ftrangely  cruel  to  me. 
Which  if  itlafts,  rmfuremuft  break  my  heart. 

cham.  Whathashedone? 

Mon,  Moft  barbaroully  us’d  me, 

Nothing  fo  kind  as  he,  when  in  my  Arms, 

In  thoul'and  kiffes,  tender  fighs  and  joys, 

Not  to  be  thought  ag  tin,  the  night  was  wafted, 
Atdawnofday,  herofe  and  left  his  Conqueft, 

But  when  we  met,  and  I  with  open  Arms 
Rin  to  embrace  the  Lord  of  allmy  wifh  :s, 
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Oh  then  J- — 

Chaw,  Go  on  1 
Mon .  He  threw  ms  from  his  Breaft^ 

Like  a  detefted  fin. 

Chaw .  How  ! 

Mon ,  As  I  hung  too 

Upon  bus  Knees,  and  begg’d  to  know  the  caufe 
Hedragg’d  me  like  a  Slave  upon  the  Earth, 

And  had  no  pity  on  my  Cries. 

Cham .  How  J  did  he 
Dafh  thee  difdainfully  away  with  fcorn  ! 

Mon. He  did  ;  And  morel  fear, will  ner’e  be  friends. 
Though  I  ftiil  love  him  with  unbited  Paiiion. 

Cham .  V  Vhar,  throw  thee  from  him  i 
Mon,  Yes,  indeed  he  did. 
chaw.  So  may  this  Arm 

Throw  him  to  the  Earth,  like  a  dead  Dog  defpifed  5 
Lamenefs  and  Leprofie,  Blindnefs  and  Lunacy, 

Poverty,  Shame,  Pride,  and  the  name  of  Villain 
Light  on  me,  if,  Cattalio ,  I  forgive  thee: 

Mon.  Nay,  now  Chamont ,  art  thou  unkind  as  he  is  ? 

Didft  thou  not  promife  me  thou  would’ft  be  calm  ? 

Keep  my  difgrace  conceal’d ?  why  fliould’ft  thou  kill  him  ? 

By  all  my  Love  this  Arm  fhould  do  him  Vengeance. 

Alas,  I  love  him  ftiil ;  and  though  I  ne’re 
Clafphim  again  within  thefe  longing  Arms, 

Yet  blefs  him,  blefs  him  (Gods)  where  e’re  he  goes. 

Enter  Acafto. 

.  Ac  aft.  Sure  fome  ill  Fate  is  towards  me  *  in  my  ftoufe 
I  only  meet  with  oddnefs  and  diforder  ; 

Each  ValTal  has  a  wild  diftra&ed  face  * 

And  looks  as  fall  of  bufinefs  as  a  block-head 
In  times  of  danger:  Juft  this  very  moment 

I  met  Cafialio  too - 

Cham.  Then  you  met  a  Villain. 

Acaft.  Hah  ! 

Cham,  Yes,  a  Villain. 

Acajf,  Have  a  care?  young  Souldiei4, 

How 
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How  thou’rt  too  bufie  with  Acafto’ s  Fame  ? 

I  have  a  Sword  my  Arms  good  old  Acquaintance. 

Villain,  to  thee - 

chum.  Curie  on  thy  fcandalous  Age 
Which  hinders  me  to  rufh  upon  thy  Throat, 

And  tear  the  Root  up  of  that  Curfed  Bramble ! 

Acaft.  Ungrateful  Ruffian  !  fure  my  good  old  Friend 
Was  ne’re  thy  Father  ;  nothing  of  him’s  in  thee : 

What  have  I  done  in  my  unhappy  Age, 

To  be  thus  us’d  ?  I  fcorn  to  upbraid  thee,  Boy, 

But  Fcould  put  thee  in  remembrance - 

Cham.  Do. 

Acaft.  I  fcorn  it - 

chum.  No,  I’ll  calmly  hear  the  ftory, 

For  I  would  fain  know  all,  to  fee  which  Scale 

Weighs  moll - Hah,  is  not  that  good  old  Acafto  ? 

What  have  I  done?  can  you  forgive  this  folly  ? 

Ac  aft.  Why  doft  thou  ask  it  ? 

Cham .  ’Twas  the  rude  over- flowing 
Of  too  much  paflion ;  pray,  my  Lord, forgive  me.  [kneels'. 
Acaft.  Mock  me  not,  Youth,  I  can  revenge  a  wrong. 
Cham,  I  know  it  well,  but  for  this  thought  of  mine 
Pity  a  mad  man’s  frenzy  and  forget  it. 

Acaft. I  will, but  henceforth, prithee, bemorekind.^4//fr^/'»». 
Whence  came  theCaufe  ? 

cham.  Indeed  I’ve  been  to  blame, 

But  I’ll  learn  better  5  for  you’ve  been  my  Father: 

You’ve  been  her  Father  too - [T akes  Mon-  by  the  hand. 

Acaft.  Forbear  the  Prologue - 

And  let  me  know  the  fubftance  of  thy  Tale. 

Chanda  Y ou  took  her  up  a  little  tender  Flower, 

Juft  fprouki^  on  a  Bank,  which  the  next  Froft 
Had  nipt ;  and  with  a  careful  loving  hand 
Tranfplanted  her  into  your  own  fair  Garden, 

Where  the  Sun  always  Ihines-,  there  long  fhe  flourifh’d, 

Grew  Sweet  to  fenfe,  and  Lovely  to  the  eye, 

Till  at  the  laft  a  Cruel  Spoiler  came, 

Cropt  this  fair  Rofot  and  rifled  all  its  Sweetnefs ; 

Then  caft  it  like  a  loathfome  Weed  away. 

H  Acaft. 
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Acafl.  You  talk  to  ms  in  Parables,  chamont , 

You  miy  have  known  that  I’m  no  wordy  man, 

Fine  Speeches  are  the  Inftruments  of  Knaves 
Or  Fools, that  ufe’em,  when  they  want  good  fenfe  ; 

But  honefty 

Needs  no  Dilguife  nor  Ornament :  Be  plain. 

Cham.  Your  Son - — 

Acafl.  Iv’e  two,  and  both  I  hope  have  honour. 

Cham.  I  hope  fo  too - but - 

Acafl.  Speak. 

Cham.  I  muft  inform  you^ 

Once  more  Cajlalio - - 

Acafl.  Still  Caflalio ! 

Cham.  Yes,' 

Your  Son  Caflalio  has  wrong’d  Monimia. 

Acafl.  Hah !  wrong’d  her  ? 

Cham.  Marry’d  her. 

Acafl.  I'm  forry  for’t. 

Cham.  Why  forry  ? 

By  yon  bled  Heaven  there’s  not  a  Lord 
But  might  be  proud  to  take  her  to  his  heart. 

Acafl.  I'll  not  deny’t. 
cham.  You  dare  not,  by  the  Gods, 

You  dare  not  5  all  your  Family  combin’d 
In  one  damn’d  Falfe-hood  to  out- do  Caflalio , 

Dare  not  deny’t. 

Acafl.  How  has  Caflalio  wrong’d  her  ? 

Cham.  Ask  that  of  him:  I  fay  my  Sifter’s  wrong’d • 
■Monimia  my  filler  born  as  high 
And  noble  as  Caflalio— Do  her  Juftiee, 

Or  by  the  Gods  I’ll  lay  a  Scene  of  Blood, 

Shall  make  this  Dwelling  horrible  to  Nature. 

I’ll  do’t :  heark  you,  my  Lord,  your  Son  Caflalio 
Take  him  to  yourClofet,  and  there  teach  him  manners 
Acafl.  You  (hall  have  Juftiee. 

cham.  Niy - 1  will  have  Juftiee. 

Who’ll  fieepin  fafety  that  has  done  me  wrong? 

My  Lord,  I’ll  not  difturb  you  to  repeat 
The  Caufe  of  this  ;  I  beg  you  (to  preferve 
Your  Hbufes  Honour)  ask  it  of  Caflalio. 
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Cham.  Till  then  farewell——.  [Ex,  Cham. 

Acaft.  Farewel,  proud  Boy, 

Monimia  l 

Mon.  My  Lord. 

Aeajt.  You  are  my  Daughter. 

Mon ,  I  am, my  Lord,  if  you’ll  vouchfafe  to  own  me. 

Acaft.  When  you’ll  complain  to  me,  I’ll  prove  a  Father. 

££.*.  Acafto. 

Mon.  Now,  I’m  undone  for  ever :  Who  on  Earth 
Is  there  fo  wretched  as  Monimia  ? 

Firft  by  Caftalio  cruelly  forfaken  ; 

I’ve  loft  Acafto :  his  parting  frowns 

May  well  inftrudt  me,  rage  is  in  his  heart  5 

Khali  be  next  abandon’d  to  my  Fortune, 

Thruft  out  a  naked  Wanderer  to  the  World, 

And  branded  for  the  mifehievons  Monimia  • 

.  What  will  become  of  me?  My  cruel  Brother 
Is  framing  mifehiefs  too,  for  ought  I  know, 

That  may  produce  bloodfhed,  and  horrid  Murder : 

I  would  not  be  the  Caufe  of  one  mans  Death, 

To  reign  the  Emprefs  of  the  Earth ;  nay,  more, 

I’d  rather  lofe  for  ever  my  C  aft  alio, 

My  dear  unkind  Caftalio, 

Enter  Polydore. 

Pol.  Monimia,  weeping ! 

So  morning  Dews  on  new  blown  Rofes  Lodge, 

By  the  Suns  amorous  heat  to  be  exhal’d. 

I  come  my  Loye,to  kifs,all  forrow  from  thee. 

What  mean  thefefighs?  and  why  thus  beats  thy  Heart? 

Mon.  Let  me  alone  to  forrow  :  ’Tis  a  caufe 
None  e’re  (hall  know  .  but  it  (hall  with  me  dye. 

Pol.  Happy,  Monimia ,  he,  to  whom  thefe  fighs, 

Thefe  tears,  and  all  thefe  languilhings  are  paid! 

I  am  no  ftranger  to  your  deareft  fecret  5 
I  know  your  heart  was  never  meant  for  me, 

That  Jewel’s  for  an  Elder  Brother’s  price, 

Mon.  My  Lord. 
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Pol.  Hay,  wonder  not,  laft  Night  I  heard 
His  Oaths,  your  Vows,  and  to  my  torment  faw 
Your  wild  Embraces :  heard  th’ appointment  made  ;• 

I  did,  Mommix,  and  Icurft  the  found. 

Wilt  thou  be  fworn,  my  Love  ?  wilt  thou  be  ne’re 
Unkind  again  ? 

Mon.  Banilh  fuch  fruitlefs  hopes  i 
Have  you  fworn  conftancy  to  my  undoing  ? 

Will  you  be  ne’re  my  Friend  again  ? 

Pol.  What  means  my  Love? 

Mon.  Away ;  what  meant  my  Lord 
Laft  Night  ? 

Pol.  Is  that  a  queftion  now  to  be  demanded  ? 

I  hope,  Monimia,  was  not  much  difpleafed. 

Mon.  Was  it  well  done  to  treat  me  like  a  Proftitute,. 
T’aftault  my  Lodging  at  the  dead  of  night. 

And  threaten  me  if  I  deny’d  admittance  ?— - 

You  faid  you  were  Cajlalio .■ - - 

Pol.  By  thofe  eyes, 

It  was  the  fame,  I  fpent  my  time  much  better,  • 

I  tell  thee,  ill  natur‘dFairOne,I  was  ported 
To  more  advantage  on  a  pleafant  hill 
Of  springing  Joy,andeverlafting  fweetnefs. 

Mon,  Hah — have  a  care. — 

Pol.  Where  is  the  danger  near  me  ? 

Mon.  I  fear  y’are  on  a  Rock  will  wreck  your  Quiet, 

And  drown  your  foul  in  wretchednefs  for  ever  5 
A  thoufand  horrid  thoughts  crow’don  my  memory  . 

Will  you  be  kind  and  anfwer  me  one  queftion  ? 

Pol.  I’d  truft  thee  with  my  life  on  thofe  foft  Breafts  $ 

Breath  out  the  Choiceft  fecrets  of  my  heart 
Tilil  had  nothing  in  it  left  but  Love. 

Mon i  Nay,  I’ll  Conjure  you  by  the  Gods,  and  Angels,. 

By  the  honour  of  your  name, that’s  moft  concern’d, 

To  tell  me,  Polydore ,  and  tell  me  truly. 

Where  did  you  reft  laft  Night  ? 

Pol.  Within  thy  arms 
Ltriumpht :  Reft  had  been  my  Foe. 

sM-°n,  'Tis  done - —  [_ske  fmntt, 

P.oL.  She  faints :  no  help,  who  waits  ?  a  curfe 

Upon 
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Upon  my  Vanity  that  could  not  keep 
The  fecret  of  my  happinefs  in  filence. 

Gonfufion !  we  /hall  be  furpriz-’d  anon, 

And  confequeutly  all  muft  be  betray’d, 

Monimu  2  fhe  breaths  —Monimia.— 

Mon ,  Well, — — ■ 

Let  mifchiefs  multiply  !  Let  every  hour 
Of  my  loath’d  life  yield  me  increafe  of  horror ! 

Oh  let  the  Sun  to  thefe  unhappy  eyes 
Ne're  Ihine  again  ,  but  be„eclips’d  for  ever  2 
May  every  thing  I  look  on  feem  a  prodigy, 

To  fill  my  Soul  with  terrors  ;  till  I  quite 
Forget  lever  had  Humanity, 

And  grow  a  Curler  of  the  works  of  Nature  2 
Pol.  What  means  all  this  ? 

Mon.  Oh,  Polydore^  if  all 
The  friendfhip  e’re  you  vow’d  to  good  Caftalio 
Be  not  a  falfehood,  if  you  ever  lov’d 
Your  Brother, you’ve  undone  your  felf  and  me.’ 

Pol.  Which  way  ?  can  Ruin  reach  the  man  that’s  Rich, 
As  I  am  in  poffelfion  of  tby  Sweetnefs  ? 

Mon.  Oh  I’m  his  Wife: 

Pol.  What  fays  Monimu  1  hah  2 
Speak  that  again. 

Mon.  lam  Caflalio’s  Wife. 

Pol.  His  marry’d  wedded  Wife  ?/ 

Mon.  Yefter-dayes  Sun 
Saw  it  perform’d. 

Pol.  And  then  have  I  enjoy’d 
My  Brothers  Wife, 

Mon.  As  furely  as  we  both, 

Muft  tafte  of  mifery  that  guilt  is  thine2 
Pol.  Muft  we  be  miferable  then  ? 

Mon.  Oil ! 

Pol.  Oh  2  thou  may ’ft  yet  be.  happy. 

Mon.  Couldftthou  be  '  t 

Hippy  with  Rich  a  weight  upon  thy  Soul  ? 

Pol.  It  may  be  yet  a  fecret :  I’ll  go  try 
To  reconcile  and  bring  Cafi&lio  to  thee, 

Whilft  from  the  VVorld  I  take  my  felf  away, 
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And  wafte  my  life  in  Penance  for  my  Sin. 

Mon.  Then  thou  wouldft  more  undo  me :  heap  a  load 
Of  added  Sins  upon  my  wretched  head: 

Wouldft  thou  again  have  me  betray  thy  Brother, 

And  bring  pollution  to  his  Arms  ?  curft  thought  1 
0  Oh  when  fhall  I  be  mad  indeed  1 
Pol.  Nay,  then, 

Let  us  embrace,  and  from  this  very  Moment 
Vow  an  Eternal  mifery  together. 

Mon.  And  wilt  thou  be  a  very  faithful  wretch? 

Never  grow  fond  of  chearful  peace  again  ? 

Wilt  wi -.it  me  ftudy  to  be  unhappy, 

And  find  out  ways  how.  to  encreafe  afflidVion  ? 

Pol.  We’ll  inftitute  new  Arts  unknown  before, 

To  vary  plagues  and  make  ’em  look  like  new  ones : 

Firft  if  the  Fruit  of  our  detefted  Joyj 
A  Child  be  born,  it  fhall  be  murder’d.  — 

Mon.  No. 

Sure,  that  may  live.' 

Pol.  Why  ? 

Mon.  To  become  a  thing 
More  wretched  than  its  Parents,  to  be  branded 
With  all  our  Infamy,  and  Curfe  its  Birth. 

Pol.  That’s  well  contriv’d  !  then  thus  let’s  go  together 
Full  of  our  guilt, diftra&ed  where  to  roam, 

.  Like  the  firft  Wretched  Pair  expel  I’d  their  Paradife. 

Let’s  find  feme  place  where  Adders  neft 'in  Winter, 
Loathfome  and  Venemous  ;  VVhere  poifons  hang 
Like  Gums  againft  the  Walls  •,  where  Witches  meet 
By  night  and  feed  upon  feme  pamper’d  Imp, 

Fat  with  the  Blood  of  Babes :  There  we’ll  inhabit, 

And  live  up  to  the  height  of  defperation. 

Defire  fin!  I  languifh  like  a  withering  Flower, 

And  no  diftindhon  of  the  Sex  be  thought  of, 

Horrors  fiaa.ll  fright  me  from  thofe  pleafing  harms, 

And  I'll  no  more  he  caught  with  Beauties  Charms, 

But  when  I’m  thing  take  me  in  thy  Armes. 

[Ex. 
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”  1 

ACT  V.  SCENE! 

Caftalio  lying  on  the  ground, 

SONG. 

COme,  all  ye  Youth's ,  i vhtfe  Hearts  ere  hied 
By  cruel  Beauties^Bride^ 

Bring  each  a,  Garland  ol&is  head 
Let  none  his  Sorrows  hide , 

But  hand  in  hand  around  me  move 
Singing  the  faddejl  Tales  of  Love  • 

And  fee *  when  jour  Complaints  ye  joyn , 

If  all  your  wrongs  can  equal  mine , 

2 

The  happyeH  Mortal  once  was  /, 

My  heart  no  Sorrows  knew. 

Pity  the  Pain  with  which  I  dye ^ 

But  ask  not  whence  it  grew. 

Tet  if  a  tempting  Fair  you  find 
That" s  very  lovely ,  very  kind} 

Though  bright  as  Heaven  whofe  /lamp  [he  bears , 

Think  of  my  Fate ,  and  Jhun  her  Snares . 

Caflal.  See  where  the  Deer  trot  after  one  another* 
Male,  Female,  Father,  Daughter,  Mother,  Son, 

Brother  and  Sifter  mingled  all  together  • 

No  difeontent  they  know*  but  in  delightful 
VVildnefsand  freedom,  pleafant  Springs,  frelh  Herbage, 
Calm  Harbours*  lufty  health  and  innocence; 

Enjoy  their  portion  .  If  they  fee  a  man 
How  will  they  turn  together  all  and  gaze 

Upon  the  Monfter - - 

Once  in  a  Seafon  too  they  tafte  of  Love; 

Only  the  Beaft  of  Reafon  is  its  Slave, 

And  in  that  Folly  drudges  all  the  year. 
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Enter  Acafto. 

Acaft.  Caft  alio  !  Caft  alio  \ 

Caff.  Who’s  there 
So  wretched  but  to  name  Cal  alio  ? 

A  caff.  I  hope  my  meflage  may  fucceed. 

Caff.  My  Father, 

Tis  Joy  to  lee  you,  though  where  forrow’s  Nourilht.’ 

Acaft.  I  ni  come,  in  Beauties  Caufe,  you’l  guefs  the  reft. 
Cap.  A  woman  !  if  you  love  my  peace  of  mind, 

Name  not  a  woman  to  me ;  but  to  think 
Ot  woman  were  enough  to  taint  mj^irains, 

Till  they  foment  to  madnefs !  Oh  !  my  Father. 

Ac  aft.  What  Ayles  my  Boy  ?  i 

Cafti  A  woman  is  the  thing 
I  would  forget,  and  blot  from  my  Remembrance. 

Acafi.  Forget  Monimia ! 

Caft.  She  to  choofe  :  Monimia ! 

The  very  found’s  ungrateful  to  my  fence.' 

Ac  aft.  This  might  feem  ftrange ;  but  you  I’ve  found  will 
Hide  your  heart  from  me,  you  dare  not  truft  t<0  your  Father. 
Caft.  No  more  Monimia. 

Acaft.  Islhenot  your  Wife? 

Caft.  So  much  the  worfe,  who  loves  to  hear  of  Wife  ? 
When  you  would  give  all  worldly  Plagues  a  name 
Worfe  than  they  have  already,  call’em  Wife: 

But  a  new  married  wife’s  a  feeming  mifehief, 

Tull  ofherfelf;  Why,  what  a  deal  of  horror 

Has  that  poor  wretch  to  come,  that  u'edded  yefterday  ? 

Acafi,  c  aft  alio,  you  muft  go  along  with  me. 

And  fee  Monimia. 

Caft.  Sure  my  Lord  but  mocks  me. 

Go  fee  Monimia !  Pray,  my  Lord,  excufe  me  5 
And  leave  the  Condud  of  this  part  of  Life, 

To  my  own  Choice. 

Acaft.  I  fay,  no  more  difpute. 

Complaints  are  made  to  me,  that  you  have  wrong’d  her. 
caft,  VVho  has  complain’d  ? 

;  aitift. 
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Ac-.fl.  Her  Brother  to  my  face  proclaim’d  her  -wron 

And  in  fuch  terms  they’ve  warm’d  me. 

Cdfl.  What  terms?  her  Brother!  Heaven! 

Where  learnt  (lie  that  ? 

VVhat  does  (he  (end  her  Hero  with  defiance? 

He  durft  not  fure  affront  you  ? 

•  Acafl.  No,  not  much, 

But - 

e aft.  Speak,  what  (aid  he  ? 

Ac 4.  That  thou  wert  a  Villain: 

Methinks  I  would  not  have  thee  thought  a.  Villain. 

Cafl.  Shame  on  the  ill-manner’d  Brute: 

Your  age  fecur’d  him,  he  durft  not  elfe  have  faid  fo. 
Acafl.  By  my  Sword, 

I  would  not  fee  thee  wrong’d,  and  bear  it  vilely, 
Though  I  have  paft  my  word  (he  (hall  have  Juftice. 

Cafl.  Juftice!  to  give  her  Juftice  wou’d  undo  her: 
Think  you  this  Solitude  I  now  had  chofen, 

Left  joys  juft  opening  to  my  fenfe,  fought  here 
A  place  to  curfe  my  Fate  in,  meafur’d  out 
My  Grave  at  length,  wiih  to  have  grown  one  piece 
With  this  cold  Clay,  and  all  without  a  Caufe? 

Enttr  Chamont. 

cham.  Where  is  the  Hero  famous  and  renown’d 
For  wronging  Innocence,  and  breaking  Vows ; 
Whofe  mighty  (pirit,  and  whofe  ftubborn  heart, 
N# woman  can appeafe,  nor  man  provoke? 

Acafl.  I  guefs,  Chamont ,  you  come  to  feek  Cafl  alto, 
eham.  I  come  to  feek  the  Husband  of  Monimia. 
Cafl.  The  Slave  is  here. 

Cham.  I  thought  e’re now  to’ave  found  you 
Attoning  for  the  Ills  you’ve  done  Chamont : 

For  you  have  wrong'd  thedeareft  part  of  him} 
Monimia,  young  L  rd.  .weeps  in  this  heart  * 

And  alhhe.Tear*  thy  '  a^lries  ha  ve  drawn 
From  her.- poor  Eyes,  -.s  c  >’;(■  ps  of  ■  1  fitom  hence. 

Cafl.  Then  u  are  Cham 
Cham,  Yes  and  I  hope  •  -  . 

To  great  Cafl, 
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Uaft.  I’ve  heird  of  fuch  a  Man 
That  lias  been  very  bufie  with  my  Honour : 

I  own  I’m  much  indebted  to  you,  Sir, 

And  here  return  the  Villain  back  again 
You  lent  me  by  my  Father. 

Cham.  Thus  I’ll  thank  you.  [Drum. 

Ac  aft.  By  this  good  Sword,  who  firft  prefumes  to  violence 

Makes  me  his  Foe -  £ Draws  and  interpefes. 

Young  Man,  it  once  was  thought  [To  Caftalio. 

I  was  fit  Guardian  of  my  Houfes  Honour, 

And  you  might  truft  your  fhare  with  me— For  you  .[To  Cham. 
Young  Souldier,  I  rauft  tell  you,  you  have  wrong’d  me : 

I  promis’d  you  to  do  Monimia  right, 

And  thought  my  word  a  Pledge  I  would  not  forfeit: 

But  you  I  find  would  fright  us  to  Performance. 

C aft.  Sir,  in  my  younger  years  with  Care  you  taught  me, 
That  brave  Revenge  was  due  to  injur'd  Honour  5 
Oppofe  not  then  the  Juftice  of  my  Sword, 

Left  you  Ihould  make  me  jealous  of  your  love. 

C bam.  Into  thy  Father’s  arms  thou  fly’ft  for  fafety, 
Becaufe  thou  know’ll  the  place  is  fanftify'd 
With  the  Remembrance  of  an  ancient  Friendfhip. 

C  aft.  lama  Villain  if  I  will  not  feek  thee 
'Till  I  may  be  reveng’d  for  all  the  wrongs 
Done  me  by  that  ungrateful  Fair  thou  plead’ft  for. 

C bam.  She  wrong  thee  1  by  the  Fury  in  my  heart. 

Thy  Father’s  Honour’s  not  above  Monimia’ s ; 

Nor  was  thy  Mother’s  Truth  and  Vertue  fairer. 

Ac  aft.  Boy,  don’t  difturb  the  Allies  of  the  dead  • 
With  thy  capricious  Follies :  The  remembrance 

Of  the  lov’d  Creature  that  once  fill’d  thefe  Arms - 

C ham.  Has  not  been  wrong’d. 

Caft.  Itlhall  not. 

Cham.  No,  nor  fhall 

Monimia,  though  a  helplels  Orphan,  deftitute 
Of  Friends  and  Fortune,  though  the  unhappy  Sifter 
Of  poor  C hamont,  whofe  Sword  is  all  his  Portion, 

Be  oppreft  by  thee,  thou  proud  imperious  Traytor. 

Ca{l.  Hah!  let  me  free. 

C ham,  Come  both. 
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Enter  Serina. 

Serin*  Alas  !  alas/  « 

The  caufeof  thefe  diforders  my  Cbamont ! 

Who  is’t  has  wrong’d  thee  ? 

Cafla.  Now  where  art  thou  fled 

For  fhelter  ?  ' 

Chum.  Come  from  thine,  and  fee  what  iafeguard 
Shall  then  betray  my  fears. 

Serin.  Cruel  C aft alio, 

Sheath  up  thy  angry  Sword,  and  don’t  affright  me  : 

Ck turnout  let  once  Serina  calm  thy  bread:  : 

If  any  of  thy  friends  have  done  thee  injuries, 

I’ll  be  reveng’d,  and  love  thee  better  for’t. 

Cajla.  Sir,  if  you’d  have  me  think  you  did  not  take 
This  opportunity  to  fbew  your  Vanity, 

Let’s  meet  fome  other  time,  when  by  our  felves 
We  fairly  may  difpute  our  wrongs  together. 

Cham.  Till  then  I  am  Cafta/io's  Friend. 

Caft.  Serina , 

Farewell,  I  wifh  much  happinefs  attend  you. 

Serin,  chamtnt's  the  deareft  thing  I  have  on  Earth  $ 

Give  me  Chamont ,  and  let  the  world  forfake  me. 

Gham.  Witnefs  the  Gods, how  happy  I  am  in  thee  / 

No  beauteous  Bloffom  of  the  fragrant  Spring, 

Though  the  fair  Child  of  Nature  newly  born. 

Can  be  fo  lovely.  Angry,  unkind  Cajlalio, 

Suppofe  I  Jhould  a  while  lay  by  my  paflions. 

And  be  a  begger  in  Monimia> s  Caufe, 

Might  I  be  heard  ? 

Caji.  Sir,  ’twas  my  laft  requefl: 

You  w'ou’d,  though  you  I  find  will  not  be  fatisfi’d : 

So  in  a  word,  M onimia  is  my  fcorn  j 
She  bafely  fent  you  here  to  try  my  fears  $ 

That  was  your  bufinefs. 

No  artful  Proftitute,  in  Falfhoods  practis’d, 

To  make  advantage  of  her  Coxcombs  Follies, 

Could  have  done  more . Dilquiet  vex  her  for’t. 

Cham.  Farewell. 

1  2  Ca {t. 
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Cafl.  Farewell.— -My  Father,  you  Teem  troubled. 

Acafl.  Would  I  had  been  abfent  when  this  boiftrous  brane 
Came  to  difturb  thee  thus :  I’m  griev’d  I  hinder’d 

Thy  juft  refentmenc - But  "Momma - ;- 

Cafl.  Damn  her.  •  <•  ■  - 

Ac  aft.  Don’t  curie  her. 

Cafl.  Did  I  ?  ' '  , 

Ac  aft.  Yes. 

Cafl.  I’m  lorry  for  it. 

Acafl.  Methinks,  as  if  I  guefs  the  fault’s  but  fmall, 

It  might  be  pardon’d. 

Cafl.  No. 

Acafl.  VVhat  has  (he  done  ? 

Cafl.  That  lire’s  my  Wife,may  Heav’n  and  you  forgive  me 
Acafl  Be  reconcil'd  then. 

Cafl.  No. 

Acafl.  Go  fee  her. 

Cafl.  No. 

Acafl  I’ll  fend  and  bring  her  hither. 

Cafl.  No. 

Ac  act.  For  my  fake, 

Caflalio ,  and  the  quiet  of  my  age. 

Cast.  Why  will  you  urge  a  thing  my  Natur&ftarts  at  ? 
Acafl.  Prithee  forgive  her.  ->  • 

Cafl.  Lightnings  firft  (hall  blaft*me. 

I  tell  you  were  fne  prjoftrate  at  my  Feet, 

Full  of  her  Sexes  beft  difTembled  iprrows^' 

And  all  that  wondrous  Beauty  of  her  own,  y  : 

My  heart  might  break,  but-it  lhouid  neyehfoftem  : 

. 

Enter  Fiorella. 

Flor.  My  Lord,  vsjiere  are  you  ?  Oh  Caflalio  f’/uov 
Acafl.  Heark.  s 

cafl.  What’s  that  ? 

Flor.  Oh  (hew  me  quickly  where’s  Caflalio . 

Acafl.  Why,  what’s  the  bufinefs,? 

Flor.  Oh  the  poor  Msmtnin  > 

Cast.  Hah  1 

Acafl\  What’s  the  matter? 
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Flor.  H  my’dby  ddpnr  < 

She  fiyes  with  fury  over  all  the  houie,  • 

Through  every  Room  of  each  apartment  cry  mg, 

Where’s  my  G  ft  a  lto  ?  give  tnsmy  Gaft  alio : 

Except  fhs  fees  you, Cure  ;hee’t  grow  diftrafted. 

Caft.  Hah  !  will  lhs,?  does  (he  name  C aftalio  ?  . .  • 
And  with  fdch  tendemefs  ?  Conduct  me  quickly 
To  the  poor  lovely  mourner.  Oh  my  Father. 

Aral  Then  wilt  thou  go  rbiefliiigmtend  thy  purpofe.' 
CaV.  Icannot  hear  Monimia' s  Soul’s  in  fadnefs, 

And  be  a  mm,  my  heart  wUl  not  forget  her , 

But  do  not  tell  the  world  yoti  law  this  , ofme. 

Ac 4.  Delay  not  then  but  hafte  and  chear  thy  Love.^ 

C  A  Oh  I  will  throw  m’impatient  Armes  about  her, 
In  her  foft  bofom  figh  my  Soul  to  peace, 

Till  through  the  panting  breaft  fhe  finds  the  way, 

To  mould  my  heart,  and  make  it  what  (he  will. 


Montmi a  1  Oh ! 


££.v.  Acaft.  Caft. 


Enter  Monimia. 

Mon.  Stand  off  and  give  me  Room, 

I  will  not  reft  till  I  have  found  Caft  alto. 

My  wilhes  Lord  comely  as  rifing  day, 

Amidft  ten  thoufand  eminently  known. 

Flowers  fpring  wherehe  e’re  treads,  his  Eyes 
Fountains  of  brightnefs  cheering  all  about  him  1 

•  V  Vhen  will  they  fhine  on  me  ? -Oh  ftay  my  Soul  i 

I  cannoi  dye  in  peace  till  I  have  fecn  him. 

Caftalio  re- Enters. 

Ca/.  Who  talks  of  dying  with  a  Voice  fo  fwest. 

That  life’s  in  love  with  it  ? 

Mon .  Heark!  ’tts  he  that-  anfwers : 

So  in  a  Camp  though  at  the  dead  of  night. 

If  but  the  Trumpets  chearful  noife  is  heard, 

All  at  the  fignal  leap  from  downey  reft, 

And  every  heart  awakes  as  mine  does  now. 

Where  art  thou  ?  Caft. 
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Cafi.  Here,  my  Love. 

Mon.  Noncarer,  left! vanilh. 

Cafi.  Have  I  been  in  a  Dream  then  all  this  while  I 
And  art  thou  but  the  fhadow  of  Monomial 
Why  dceft  thou  ny  rae  thus  ? 

Mon.  Oh  1  were  it  pcllible  that  we  eould  drown 
In  dark  Oblivion  but  a  few  paft  hours, 

We  might  be  happy. 

Cafi.  Is’cthen  iohard,  Monimlt ,  to  forgive 
A  fault,  where  humble  Love,  like  mine,  implores  thee  ? 

For  I  muff  love  thee,  though  it  prove  my  ruin. 

Which  way  lhall  I  Court  thee? 

What,  lhall  I  do  to  be  enough  thy  Slave, 

And  fatisfy  the  lovely  pride  that’s  in  thee  ? 

I’ll  kneel  to  thee,  and  weep  a  flood  before  thee} 

Yet  prithee,  Tyrant,  break  not  quite  my  heart ; 

But  when  my  task  of  Penitence  is  done, 

Heal  it  again  and  Comfort  me  with  Love. 

Mon.  If  I  am  dumb,  Cafia/io,  and  want  words, 

To  pay  thee  back  this  mighty  tendernefs } 

It  is  beeauie  I  loot  on  thee  with  horror, 

An'd  cannot  fee  the  man  I  fo  have  wrong'd. 

Cafi.  Thou  haft  not  w'rong’d  me. 

Mon.  Ah  1  alas,  thou  talk’ll 

J  uft  as  thy  poor  Heart  thinks ;  have  not  I  wrong’d  thee  ? 

Cafi.  No. 

Mon.  Still  thou  wander’ll  in  the  dark,  Cafia/io ; 

But  wilt  e’re  long  Humble  on  horrid  danger.. 

Cafi.  What  means  my  Love  J  f . 

Mon.  Couldft  thou  but  forgive  me?  4 

Cafi.  What? 

Mon.  For  my  fault  laft  night ;  Alas,  thou  canft  not. 

Cafi.  lean,  and  do.  > 

Mon.  Thus  Crawling  on  the  Earth 
Would  I  that  Pardon  meet;  the  only  thing, 

Can  make  me  view  the  Face  of  Heaven  with  hope. 

Cafi.  Then  let!s  draw  near. 

Mon.  Ah  mej 

Cafi.  So  in  the  Fields,  * 

When  thedeftroyer  has  been  out  for  prey, 

The 


i 


Ue  OR  P  H  A  N.  63 

The  fcatter'd  Lovers  of  the  Feather’d  kind, 

Seeking  when  danger’s  paft  to  meet  again, 

Make  moan,  and  call,  by  fuch  degrees  approach * 

‘Till  joying  thus  they  bill,  and  fpread  their  wings, 
Murmuring  Love,  and  Joy,  their  fears  are  over. 

Mon.  Yet  have  a  care  be  not  too  fond  of  peace. 

Left  in  Purfuance  of  the  goodly  quarry. 

Thou  meet  a  difappointmentthat  diftra&sthee. 

cafi.  My  better  Angel,  then  do  thou  inform  me. 

What  danger  threatens  me,  and  where  it  lyes : 

Why  didft  thou  (prithee  fmile  and  tell  me  why) 

When  1  ftood  waiting  underneath  the  Window^ 

Quaking  with  fierce  and  violent  defires ; 

The  dropping  dews  fell  cold  upon  my  head, 

Darknefs  enclos'd,  and  the  Winds  whiftl’d  round  me  ; 
Which  with  my  mournful  fighs  made  fuch  fad  Mu  lick. 

As  might  have  mov’dthe  hardeft  heart :  Why  wert  thou 
Deaf  to  my  Cryes  and  fenfelels  of  my  pains  ? 

Mon.  Did  I  not  beg  thee  to  forbear  inquiry  ? 

Read’ft  thou  not  fomething  in  my  face  that  fpeaks 
Wonderful  change  and  horror  from  within  me  ? 

Cafi.  Then  there  is  fomething  yet  which  I’ve  not  known  ; 
What  doft  thou  mean  by  horrour,  and  forbearance 
Of  more  inquiry  5  tell  me,  I  beg  thee,  tell  me  5 
And  do  not  betray  me  to  a  fecotid  madnefs. 

M«n .  Mufti? 

Cafi.  If  labouring  in  the  pangs  of  death 
Thou  wouldft  do  any  thing  to  give  me  eafe  $ 

Unfold  this  riddle  e’re  my  thoughts  grow  wild. 

And  let  in  fears  of  ugly  form  upon  me. 

Mon.  My  heart  won’t  let  me  fpeak  it ;  but  remember, 
Monimia,  poor  I'Aonimia  tells  you  this, 

We  ne’re  muft  meet  again  — - 
Cafi.  What  means  my  deftiny  ? 

For  all  my  good  or  evil  Fate  dwells  in  thee  : 

Ne’re  meet  again  1 
M on.  No,  never. 

Cafi.  Where’s  the  pow’r 

On  Earth,  that  dares  not  look  like  thee,  and  fay  fa, 

Thou  art  my  hearts  inheritance,  I  ferv’d 
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A  long  and  painful,  faithfulllavery  for  thee, 

And  who  (hall  rob  me  of  the  dear  bought  blefling. 

Mo*.  Time  will  clear  all,  but  now  let  this  content  you; 
Heav’n  has  decreed,  and  therefore  I’ve  refolv’d, 

(With  Torment  I  muft  tell  it  thee,Ca/iU/w,) 

Ever  to  be  a  ftranger  to  thy  Love, 

Infome  far  diftant  Country  wafte  my  life, 

And  from  this  day  to  fee  thy  Face  no  more. 

call.  Where  am  I?  fure  I  wander  midft  Inchantment, 
And  never  more  (hall  find  the  way  to  reft  $ 

But,  oh  Monimia,  art  th’  indeed  refdlv  d. 

To  punilh  me  with  everlafting  abfence ; 

Why  turn’d:  thou  from  me  ?  I’m  alone  already ; 

Methinks  I  ftand  upon  a  naked  beach. 

Sighing  to  winds,  and  to  the  Seas  complaining, 

Whilft  afar  off  the  Veffel  fades  away, 

Where  all  the  Treafure  of  my  Soul’s  embarqu’d  ; 

Wilt  thou  not  turn— Oh  could  thofe  eyes  but  fpeak 
I  (hou’d  know  all,  for  Love  is  pregnant  in 'em  ; 

They  fwell,  they  prefs  their  beams  upon  me  ftill ; 

Wilt  thou  not  fpeak  ?  if  we  muft  part  for  ever, 

Give  me  but  one  kind  word  to  think  upon. 

And  pleafe  my  felf  withal  whilft  my  heart’s  breaking. 

[Ex.  Mon. 

Mon.  A  poor  Ca(lalio ! 

Cafl,  Pity,  by  the  Gods, 

She  pity’s  me ;  then  thou  wilt  go  Eternally  ? 

What  means  all  this  ?  why  all  this  ftir  to  plague 
A  fingle  wretch  ?  If  but  your  word  can  (hake 
This  world  to  Atomes,  why  fo  much  ado 
With  me  ?  think  me  but  dead  and  lay  me  fo. 

Enter  Polydore. 

•  *  ^  ;  r>  •  \  • ' '  •  '  '  :  "  -  ■  • 

Pol.  To  live,  and  live  a  Torment  to  my  felf, 

What  Dog  would  bear’t  that  knew  but  his  Condition  ? 

We  have  little  knowledge,  and  that  makes  us  Cowards. 
Becaufe  ic  cannot  tell  us  what’s  to  come. 

•  Cafl.  Who’s  there  ? 

Pol.  Why,  what  art  thou  ? 

Cafl.  My  Brother  Polydort  J  Pol. 
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Polyd.  My  Name  is  Polydore. 

Cajl.  Canft  thou  inform  me  ? 

Polyd,  Of  what? 

Cajl.  Of  my  Monimia  ? 

Polyd,  No.  Good-day. 

Cap.  In  hafte? 

Methinks  my  Polydore  appears  in  fadnefs. 

Polyd,  Indeed  and  fo  to  me  does  my  Cajl  alio. 

Cafl.  Do  I  ? 

Polyd.  Thou  doft. 

Cajl.  Alas !  I’ve  wondrous  reafon  5 
I’m  ftrangely  alter’d,  Brother,  fince  I  faw  thee. 
polyd.  Why  ? 

Cajl.  Oh,  to  tell  thee  would  but  put  thy  heart 
To  pain,  let  me  embrace  thee  but  a  little, 

And  weep  upon  thy  Neck ;  I  would  repofe 
Within  thy  friendly  bofom  all  my  Follies, 

For  thou  wilt  pardon  ’em,  becaufe  th’are  mine. 

Polyd.  Be  not  too  credulous,  confider  firft, 

Friends  may  be  falfe.  Is  there  no  Friendihip  falfe  ? 

Cajl.  VVhy  doft  thou  ask  me  that  ?  does  this  appear 
Like  a  falfe  Friendihip,  when  with  open  Arms 
And  ftreaming  Eyes  I  run  upon  thy  Breaft  ? 

Oh  ’tis  in  thee  alone  I  muft  have  comfort. 

Polyd.  I  fear,  Gajlalio ,  I  have  none  to  give  thee. 

Cajl.  Doft  thou  not  love  me  then  ? 

Polyd.  Oh,  more  than  life  : 

I  never  had  a  thought  of  my  Cajl  alio 

Might  wrong  the  Friendihip  we  had  vow’d  together. 

Haft  thou  dealt  fo  by  me  ? 

Cajl.  I  hope  I  have. 

Polyd.  Then  tell  me  why  this  mourning,  this  diforder  ? 
Cap.  Oh,  polydore ,  I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  ; 
Shame  rifes  in  my  Face,  and  interrupts 
The  Story  of  my  Tongue. 

polyd.  I  grieve  my  Friend 
Knows  any  thing  which  he’s  alham’d  to  tell  me  ; 

Or  didft  thou  e’re  conceal  thy  thoughts  from  Polydore  ? 

Cajl.  Oh,  much  too  oft. 

But  let  me  here  conjure  thee, 
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By  all  the  kind  affedtion  of  a  Brother, 

(For  I  am  afliam’d  to  call  my  felf  thy  Friend) 

Forgive  me. 

Pol.  Well,  go  on. 

Cajl.  OurDeftiny  contriv’d 
To  plague  us  both  with  one  unhappy  Love  ! 

Thou  like  a  Friend,  a  conftant  generous  Friend, 

In  its  firft  pangs  didfttruft  me  with  thy  paffion, 

Whilft  1  ftill  fmooth’d  my  pain  withfmiles  before  thee, 
And  made  a  Contract  I  ne’re  meant  to  keep. 

Pol.  How  / 

Cafl.  Still  new  ways  I  ftudy’d  to  abufe  thee, 

And  kept  thee  as  a  ftranger  to  my  Paffion, 

Till  yefterday  I  wedded  with  Monimia. 

Pol.  Ah,  Caflalio ,  was  that  well  done? 

Cajl.  No,  to  conceal't  from  thee  was  much  a  fault. 
Pol.  A  fault !  when  thou  haft  heard 
The  Tale  Til  tell,  what  wilt  thou  call  it  then  ? 

Cajl.  How  my  heart  throbs  1 

Pol.  Firft,  for  thy  Friendfhip,1 Tray  tor, 

IcancePt  thus*  after  this  day,  Til  neVe 
Hold  truft,  or  converfe,  with  the  falfe  Cajlalio : 

This,  witnefs  Heav’n. 

Cafl.  What  will  my  Fate  do  with  me? 

I’ve  loft  all  happinefs,  and  know  not  why  : 

What  means  this,  Brother  ? 

Pol .  Perjur’d,  Treacherous  Wretch, 

Farewell. 

Cajl.  I’ll  be  thy  Slave,  and  thou  flialt  ufe  me 
juft  as  thou  wilt,  do  but  forgive  me. 

Pol.  Never. 

Call.  Oh !  think  a  little  what  thy  heart  is  doing  • 
How  from  our  Infancy  we  hand  in  hand 
Have  trod  the  Path  of  Life,  in  Love  together  ; 

One  Bed  h  is  held  us,  and  the  fame  defires, 

The  fame  Averfions  ftill  imploy’d  our  thoughts ; 
When-e’re  had  I  a  Friend,  that  was  not  Pollydore'sy 
Or  Polyiore  a  Foe,  that  was  not  mine  ? 

Ev’n  in  the  Womb  we  embrac’d,  and  wilt  thou  now, 
For  the  firft  Fault,  abandon,  and  forfake  me, 
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Leave  me  amidffc  Afflictions  to  my  felf, 

Plung’din  the  gulf  of  grief  and  none  to  help  me  ? 

Pol.  Goto  Monimia,  in  her  Arms  thoul’tfind 
Repofe;  She  has  the  Art  of  healing  forrows. 

Cafi.  What  Arts? 

pol.  Blind  Wretch,  thou  Husband  1  there’s  aqueftion  ; 

Go  to  her  fulfom  bed,  and  wallow  there, 

Till  fome  hot  Ruffian,  full  of  luft,  and  wine, 

Come  ftorm  thee  out,  and  ihew  thee  what’s  thy  Bargain. 

Cafi.  Hold  there,  I  charge  thee. 

Pol.  Is  (he  not  a - 

Cafi.  Whore? 

Pol.  Ay,  Whore,  I  think  that  word  needs  no  explaining, 
Cafi.  Alas,  I  can  forgive,  ev’n  this  to  thee ; 

But  let  me  tell  thee,  Poijdoro,  I’m  griev’d, 

To  find  thee  guilty  of  luch  low  Revenge, 

To  wrong  that  Vertue  which  thou  couldft  not  ruin. 

Pol.  It  feems  I  lye  then. 

Cafi.  Should  the  braveft  man 
Thate’re  wore  Conquering  Sword,  but  dare  to  whifper, 
What  thou  proclaim’!!,  he  were  the  worft:  of  Lyars : 

My  Friend  may  be  miftaken, 

Pol.  Damn  the  Evalion, 

Thou  mean’ft  the  worft,  and  he’s  a  bale  born  Villain 
That  faid  I  ly’d. 

Cafi.  Do, draw  thy  Sword, and  thruft  it  through  my  heart ; 
There’s  no  Joy  in  life ;  if  thou  art  loft. 

A  bafe  born  Villain. 

Pol.  Yes,  thou  never  cameft 
From  old  Acaftd’ s  Loyns,  the  Midwife  put 
A  cheat  upon  my  Mother,  and  inftead 
Of  a  true  Brother,  in  the  Cradle  by  me 
Plac’d  forae  courfe  Peafants  Cub,  and  thou  art  he. 

Cafi.  Thou  art  my  Brother  ftill. 

Pol.  Thou  ly’ft. 

Cafi.  Nay, then:  \tje  draws. 

Yet  I  am  Calm. 

Pol.  A  Coward’s  always  fo. 

Cafi.  Ah--ah-that  ftings  home :  Coward  ? 

Pol.  Ay, bafe  born  Coward,  Villain. 

K  2  Cafi. 
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Ca fl.  This  to  thy  heart  then,  though  my  Mothore  bore  thee. 

\_Fight,  Polydore  drops  his  Sword^and  runs  on  Caftal. 

Pol .  Now  my  C  aft  alio  is  again  my  Friend. 

Cafft  What  have  I  done!  My  Sword  is  in  thy Breafh 

Po1.  So  I  would  have  it  be,  thou  beft  of  men. 

Thou  kindeft  Brother,  and  thou  trueft  Friend. 

Cafi .  Ye  Gods, we’re  taught, that  all  your  works  are  Juftice, 
Y  are  painted  merciful,  and  Friends  to  innocence  5 
If  lb,  then  why  thefe  plagues  upon  my  head  ? 

Pol .  Blame  not  the  Heav’ns^here  lyes  thy  Fate  Cajlalio ; 
Th’are  not  the  Gods/tis  Polydore  has  wrong’d  thee  • 

Tve  Rain’d  thy  Bed,  thy  fpotlefs  Marriage  Joys 
Have  been  polluted  by  thy  Brothers  Luft. 

Cafi ,  By  thee  ! 

Pol.  By  me  laft  night  the  horrid  deed 
Was  done;  when  all  things  llept,  but  Rage,  and  Inceft. 

Cafi .  Now,  where’s  Monimia  ?  Oh ! 

Enter  Monimia, 

Mon .  Pm  here,  w  ho  calls  me  ? 

Methought  l  heard  a  Voice 
.  Sweet  as  the  Shepherds  Pipeupon  the  Mountains, 

When  all  his  little  Flock’s  at  feed  be  fore  him  :  ^ 

But  what  means  this?  here’s  Blood. 

Call.  Ay,  Brothers  Blond  • 

Art  thou  prepar’d  for  Everlafting  pains  ? 

Pol .  Oh  let  me  charge  thee  by  th’  Eternal  juftice, 

Hurt  not  her  tender  life  ! 

Caff.  Not  kill  her  ?  Rack  me, 

Ye  Powers  above,  with  all  your  choieeft  Torments, 

Horror  of  mind  and  pains  yet  uninvented, 

If  I  not  pradtife cruelty  upon  her, 

And  treat  revenge  feme  way,  yet  never  known. 

Mon .  That  task  my  felf  have  finifht,  I  (hall  dye 
Before  we  part  :  I’ve  drunka  healing  draught 
For  all  my  Cares,  and  never  more  Hull  wrong  thee, 

Pol.  Oh  flies  innocent. 

Cafi.  Tell  me  that  Story, 

Andthou  wilt  make  a  wretch  of  me  indeed. 

Pol . 
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Pol .  Hadftthou ,  Caftalio,  us'd  me  like  a  Friend, 

This  ne’re  had  happen’d,  hadft  thou  let  me  know 
Thy  Marriage,  we  had  all  now  met  in  Joy  - 
But  ignorant  of  that, 

Hearing  til’  appointment  made,  enrag’d  to  think 
Thou  h  i dfl:  out-done  me  in  fuccefsful  Love,  » 

I  in  the  dark  went  and  lupply’d  thy  place, 

Whilft  all  the  Night,  midft  our  Triumphant  Joys, 

The  trembling,  tender,  kind, deceiv’d  Monim'uty 
Embrac’d,  Car  eft,  and  call’d  me  her  Cafla/io. 

Ci/t.  And  all  this  is  the  work  of  my  own  Fortune, 

None  but  my  felf could e’re  have  been  focurft, 

My  Fatal  Love,  alas !  has  ruin’d  thee, 

Thou  faireft,  goodlieft  Frame  the  God’s  e’re  made, 

Or  ever  humane  eyes,  and  hearts  ador’d, 

I’ve  murder’d  too  my  Brother, 

yVliy  wouldft  thou  ftudy  ways  to  damn  me  further 

And  force  the  fin  of  Parricide  upon  me  ? 

Pol.  ’T  was  my  own  Fault,  and  thou  art  innocent, 

Forgive  the  barbarous  trefpafs  of  my  Tongue, 

’Twas  a  hard  violence  •  I  cou’d  havedy’d 
Wkh  Love  of  thee,  ev’n  when  I  us’d  thee  word  • 

Nay,  at  each  word  that  my  Diftra&ion  utter’d, 

My  heart  recoyl’d,  and  ’twas  half  death  to  fpeak  ’em.  ; 

Mon.H  ow,  my  Casta  Ho,  the  moft  dear  of  men^ 

Wih  thou  receive  pollution  to  thy  Bofom, 

And  dole  the  eyes  of  one  that  has  betray’d  thee  ? 

C djt.  Oh  I’m  the  unhappy  wretch,  whofe  curfed  Fate 
Has  weigh’d  thee  down  into  deftruftion  with  him. 

Why  then  thus  kind  to  me  ? 

Mon.  When  I’m  laid  low  in  the  Grave, and  quite  forgotten, 
Maift  thou  be  happy  in  a  fairer  Bride  • 

But  none  can  ever  love  thee  like  MonimU . 

When  I  am  dead,  as  prefently  I  fhali  be  5 
(For  the  grim  Tyrant  grafps  my  heart  already) 

Speak  well  of  me,  and  if  thou  find  ill  tongues 
Toobufie  with  my  fame,  do’nt  hear  me  wrong’d, 

’T will  be  a  noble  Juftice  to  the  memory 

Of  a  poor  wretch,  once  honour’d  with  thy  Love. 

How  my  head  fwims!  Tis  very  dark:  Good  night 8  '  * 
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Cafl.  If  I  furvive  thee,  what  a  thought  was  that  ? 

Thank  Heavn  I  go  prepar’d  againft  that  Curfe. 

Enter  Chimont  difarm' d,  and  fei£d  by  Acafto^  and  Servants. 

cham .  Gape,HelI,  and  fwallow  rae  to  quick  Damnation, 

If  I  forgive  your  Houfe,  If  I  not  live 
An  Everlafting  plague  to  thee,  Acaflo , 

And  all  thy  Race.  Y*  have  o’re  power’d  me  now  • 

But  hear  me,  Heav’n !  Ah,  here’s  the  Scene  of  Death, 

My  Siller,  my  Monimia  1  Breathlefs  !  Now, 

Ye  Powers  above,  if  y’have  Juftice,ftrike, 

Strike  Bolts  through  me,  and  through  the  curfl  C aflalio. 
Acafl.  My  Polydore . 

Pol, .  Who  calls? 

Acafl.  How  cam’ll  thou  wounded  ? 

Cafl.  Stand  off  thou  hot-brain’d  boiflrous  noify  Ruffian, 
And  leave  me  to  my  forrows. 

Cham .  By  the  love 

I  bore  her  living,  I  will  ne’re  forfake, 

But  here  remain  till  my  heart  burfts  with  fobbing. 

Cafl.  Vanifh,  I  charge  thee,  or— -  [Draws  a  Dagger . 

Cham .  Thou  canft  not  kill  me, 

That  would  be  kindnefs,  and  againft  thy  Nature. 

A  cafl.  What  means  Caff  alio  ?  Sure  thou  wilt  not  pull 
More  forrows  on  thy  Aged  Fathers  head. 

Tell  me,  I  beg  you,  tell  me  the  fad  caufe 
Of  all  this  ruin. 

Pol .  That  mu  ft  be  my  Task 
But  ’tis  too  long  for  one  in  pains  to  tell  • 

You’l  in  my  Clofet  find  the  ftory  written. 

Of  all  our  woes.  Ca(l  alios  innocent, 

Andfo’s  Monimia,  only  Fm  to  blame: 

Inquire  no  farther. 

Cafl .  Thou  unkind,  Chamont , 

Unjuftly  haft  purfu’d  me  with  thy  hate, 

And  fought  the  life  of  him  that  never  wrong’d  thee, 

Now  if  thou  wilt  embrace  a  noble  vengeance, 

Come  joyn  with  me  and  curfe. 

C ham.  What  ? 
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C*fl.  Firft  thy  felf, 

As  I  do,  and  the  hoar  that  gave  thee  birth  ? 

Confufion  and  diforder  fcifce  the  World, 

To  fpoyl  all  truft  converfe  attiongft  tfnea  . 

Twixt  Families  ingender  endlefs  fewds, 

InCountrys  needleis  fears,  in  Cities  faftions, 

In  States  Rebellion,  and  in  Churches  Scbifm  : 

Till  all  things  move  agairift  the  cojaf fe  of  Nature  $ 

Till  Forms  diflolv'd#  tlie.Chain  bf  Caufes  broken^ 

And  the  Originals  of  Being  loft. 

Acad.  Have  Patience. 

Cad.  Patience  i  preach  it  to  die  Winds, 

To  roaring  Seas,  or  raging  Fires  -,  the  Knaves 
That  teach  it  laugh  at  ye,  when  ye  believe  ’em. 

Strip  me  of  all  the  common  needs  of  life, 

Scajd  me  with  Leprofie,  let  Friends  forfake  me. 

I’ll  bear  it  all-  but  curft  to  the  degree 

That  I  am  now,  ’tis  this  muft  give  me  patience  : 

Thus  I  find  reft,  and  (lull  complain  no  more,  [Stabs  bimfelf. 
Pol.  C a (l alio  1  Oh  l 
Cajh  1c  me. 

cbamont ,  tothee  my  birth-  right  I  bequeath  : 

Comfort  my  Mourning  Father, heal  his  griefs  - 

faints  into  the  A/ms  of  a  Ser  vant. 
For  I  perceive  they  fall  with  weight  upon  him. 

And  for  Monimia  s  fake,  whom  thou  wilt  find 
I  never  wrong’d,  be  kind  to  poor  Serin*. 

Now  all  I  beg,  is,  lay  me  in  one  Grave, 

Thus  with  my  Love.  Farewel,  I  now  am - nothing,  [pies. 

Cham.  Take  care  of  good  AcaUo ,  whilft  I  go 
To  fearch  the  means  by  which  the  Fates  have  plagu’d  us. 

Tis  thus  that  Heaven  it’s  Empire  does  maintain, 

It  may  Affiici,  but  xnan  muft  not  Complain. 


EPILOGUE 


YOuve  jeen  one  Orphan  ruind  here ,  and  I 
May  be  the  next >  if  old  Acafto  dye  : 

Should  it  prove  Jo,  Pd  fain  amongjl  you  find 5 
who  9tis  would  to  the  fatherlefs  be  kind . 

To  who  fie  protection  wight  I  fafely  go  ? 

Is  there  amongjl  you  no  good  Nature  ?  No. 
what  (hould  I  do  1  fhould  I  the  Godly  feek. 

And  go  a  Conventicling  twice  a  week  ? 

Quit  the  lewd  stage ,  and  its  prophane  pollution , 
Affeff  each  Form  and  Saint-like  Inflitution , 

So  draw  the  Brethren  all  to  Contribution  ? 

Or  jhall  I  {.is  I guefis  the  Poet  may 
Within  the  fie  three  days )  fairly  run  away'i 
No 3  to  fi owe  City -Lodgings  fll  retire 5 
Seem  very  grave ,  and  privacy  defire: 

Till  I  am  thought  fiome  Heirejs  rich  in  Lands , 

Fled  to  ejcape  a  cruel  Guardians  hands  • 
which  may  produce  a  Story  worth  the  telling , 

Of  the  next  Sparks  that  go  a  Fortune -fie aling. 
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